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Introduction

Ashley White looked out the window of the Airbus A420-HGx as it made its way along the coast of the Mediterranean, on approach to Nice Côte d’Azur airport. Her heart beat rapidly in her chest as she gazed out in wonder. This was not only her very first time here, it was her very first time out of the country. Indeed, it was the first time she had ever flown more than just a few hours on some budget airline to someplace like Florida or Nashville.

The 21 year old girl contemplated the series of events that had brought her to this amazing moment. The shapely blonde had graduated with her degree in Business Communications just barely a month ago, and like most of her peers, had found the job market to be quite lacking in prospects. But the Upstate New Yorker, Binghamton born and raised, wasn’t a quitter! Oh no! She had grown up in a poor household where her father had been unemployed or underemployed for most of her life. Her mother made ends meet by working odd jobs wherever she could, and Ashley had followed suit.

Going to SUNY Binghamton was a dream come true, made possible only by the state scholarships and the minuscule tuition for in-state students. She had worked mornings at the local coffee shop where she had met Madeline, a beautiful, elegant woman with a delightful French accent and all the attitude that came with it.

“Ashley,” she had said one morning, waving dismissively at the proffered napkins. “You must make somzing of your—” and here she had pointed directly at Ashley’s bosom, “assets! You are zo lovely. How shall I say? Lovely? It is a word, no?”

“Yes, thanks! Um…that’s super sweet of you to say,” she had replied, blushing at the woman’s direct manner.

“Why you are here? In zis terrible place?”

“Um…I grew up here?” She had wanted to ask Madeline that very same question. What was a gorgeous, sophisticated French woman doing here? She never had found out.

After Ashley had graduated and failed to find any job that would take advantage of her hard-won degree, Madeline had confronted her at the coffee shop.

“You are beautiful, you have ze big, how shall I say zis? The chest? Yes? You must use zeez things while you are young! Be free, ma chérie! Live ze life!”

“Okay…?” Ashley had responded, blushing again. Oh, the French! How they made even the crudest things sound so…sophisticated! Ashley longed to be sophisticated. “I’m not quite sure what you’re—”

“Enough!” Madeline had proclaimed, taking a cigarette out of her purse then remembering where she was. With an exasperated sigh she put the cigarette away and smiled at Ashley. “I give you ze name of my friend. She will give you ze job that you need, yes?”

“Oh, okay,” Ashley had replied, growing excited. Maybe this was the break she had been waiting for?


CHAPTER ONE

Nice!

MONSIEUR ÉTIENNE

“Good morning, darling. Did you sleep well?” Amélie asked as she entered the room.

“Ah, you’re up. Yes, dear, I slept wonderfully. And you?” Étienne adjusted his tie, looking himself over in the mirror. He brushed his slightly graying hair back and wrinkled his nose. He would ask his barber to adjust the color chip implanted in his scalp to take care of the problem. Other than that he was generally satisfied with his appearance, his face showing few signs of his 40 plus years on this earth. His wife of just half a year stood there, in her nightgown, looking as pretty as ever, her auburn hair in a fashionable twist, her bluish gray eyes sparkling at him. The sparkle was a new thing, Étienne noted. Probably a coronal implant that had put a dent in his bank account.

“Yes, thank you. Will you be going to your club? I might meet Colette later for lunch and a little shopping, if that’s okay with you?” she replied, adjusting her nightgown to fit better over her generously sized breasts.

“Of course, dear. Say hello from me,” he said, coming over to give her a generous peck on the cheek.

Amélie waited until her husband left their apartment before striding quickly to the dedicated compartment she kept discretely tucked in the corner of her massive walk-in closet. She opened the door and stared at the gorgeous young man she kept there.

“Merde!” she muttered to herself. She had forgotten to feed him again last night. It was so easy to forget that these hybrids needed food as well as electricity to recharge themselves.

“What would you like?” she asked him perfunctorily.

“Could I maybe have some eggs? Toast?” he asked, eyes filled with hope.

“Ah, I keep forgetting you’re American. Sorry, I can have Lucia make you some poached eggs with a baguette.”

“Fine,” he muttered.

~~~

Ashley

The airport formalities went much better than Ashley had expected. Although she had to wait in a line with the rest of the bedraggled looking Americans on her flight, the official behind the plexiglass counter wasn’t nearly as scary as she had been led to believe. A quick, dismissive glance at her passport (newly obtained just a week ago) and a longer, appreciative glance at her chest, and she was through.

The baggage carousel disgorged her sad little rolling bag quickly enough and she was through into the arrivals area of the airport where a man was waiting for her, just as promised. His name was Monsieur Julien, and he took her bag from her, opened the rear passenger door of a black Renault ElectroLux Suprême for her and Ashley felt like a princess. She heard the trunk slam closed and then he opened his door, sitting down in the driver’s seat, giving her a quick, appreciative glance in the rear-view mirror.

“Hi,” she started saying. “Um…so I guess you know where we’re going?”

He didn’t reply, just chuckling quietly to himself, and started the car. As he pulled into the traffic of the airport access road, she mused to herself that he might not know English, and this was something that she was going to have to figure out how to deal with. The French language lessons app she had downloaded just before leaving was a good start, but so far she had only gotten through the section on simple greetings, and had gamely tried saying bonjour to everyone she had encountered so far. She was pretty sure that was the right word.

As they drove along, she looked out the window at the scenery as it passed by. At first they drove along a boulevard that paralleled a beach promenade, the other side boasting grand old buildings in the Belle Époque style, including one beautiful pink building that looked to be a hotel. Crowds of people were strolling along the promenade and it all looked so beautiful and inviting to Ashley. She already looked forward to joining these people as soon as she could.

Eventually the car turned more inland, weaving its way through increasing congestion, past tight alleyways and storefronts that promised hours of exploration. Many of them had English signs, or at least included English words, much to Ashley’s relief. It made sense, she thought. There were probably quite a lot of tourists here, and they all needed to be able to communicate.

The car slowly made its way up winding streets higher and higher up the hillside that bordered this lovely place and eventually they stopped at a building that bore the sign, “Agence de Mannequins Vivienne” atop a doorway that had been painted in a light turquoise color, with a bronze doorknob. After a truly heart stopping parking maneuver, that involved aggressively pushing both the car in back and the car in front of them several inches out of the way, Monsieur Julien got out of the car, detouring around the car in front of them, opened the door for Ashley, and retrieved her rolling bag.

“Thank you…I mean, merci, monsieur,” she said as he gestured to the door. He laughed softly and retraced his steps to get back in the car. With a number of back and forth maneuvers that involved bumpers meeting rather aggressively, he was gone and Ashley turned to the door, pressing a buzzer set into the wall to the side of the doorway.

Soon enough she heard footsteps approaching and the door opened, to reveal a rather petite older women in a silk bathrobe peering at her, face wrinkled in confusion, as if the thought that someone would ever ring the doorbell was simply unheard of and had, in fact, never happened before.

“Um…bonjour? I’m…I mean, uh, je m’appelle Ashley? I’m like, supposed to be working here?” she stammered as the face continued to peer at her in bewilderment and not a little annoyance.

“Ah,” the woman finally responded, her expression changing to one of welcoming surprise. “You’re Ashley? Wonderful! Come on in,” she said, opening the door wide and spreading her arms in greeting.

“Oh, you speak English?” Ashley asked, relieved.

“Oh, yeah! I’m from Canada originally.”

“Oh, wow! Cool. I’ve never been, but I hear it’s nice!” Ashley replied, accepting the woman’s warm embrace and hugging back.

“Come in, come in,” she said and Ashley dragged her bag in behind her, being guided past a dusty foyer into a room that may have been a dining room at one point in its life, but appeared to be functioning as a waiting room of sorts, a couple of comfortable looking couches arranged against two walls, a desk with a laptop on it against another wall, and a coffee table in the center of the room. A door led to a hallway that appeared to have a number of doors opening off of it.

Ashley was encouraged to sit, the woman moving to the hallway, looking back at her. “Coffee, tea? You must be tired from your long trip,” she said.

“Oh, thank you. I’d love a coffee,” Ashley replied.

“Cream, sugar?”

“Sure, thanks!” she called out as the woman disappeared out of sight.

As Ashley waited there, her suitcase next to her, her hands clasped in her lap, she was startled to see a girl pop into the room, completely nude.

Ashley quickly averted her eyes, assuming the girl hadn’t known that she was there, but the nude girl came right up to her, hand outstretched and a big smile on her face.

“Hi! Are you Ashley? I’m Beatrice,” the girl gushed.

“Oh, um…hi,” Ashley replied, standing and shaking the girl’s hand. “So…”

“Listen, I have to run, I’ve got a date I’m getting ready for,” Beatrice continued. “I’m sure you know how that goes, right?” She winked at Ashley.

“I guess?”

“But you’ll love it here, I guarantee it! Madame Vivienne is an absolute doll.”

“So, you’re a model here too?” Ashley asked, taking a quick look at the girl in front of her. There was no argument that she was beautiful. Young, probably around the same age as Ashley herself, thick, curly light brown hair with blue eyes and full, red lips. Her breasts were full, pink nipples standing out. The girl’s mound sported a thin landing strip of light brown, curly hair with her slit fully visible.

This was probably a French thing, Ashley thought. She had heard that Europeans were much more free with their bodies, unencumbered with societal shame about nudity and sexuality, especially where it concerned female sexuality. Beatrice didn’t seem to be French, her accent was definitely American, perhaps from the midwest, but living here probably loosened her own hangups until walking around in the buff was no big deal.

Madame Vivienne came back into the room, a cup of coffee on a small saucer in her hand.

“Ah, you’ve met Beatrice,” she said, setting everything down on the coffee table. She turned to Beatrice. “Darling, you should be ready by now. Your driver will be here any moment to take you to your date.”

“Yes, Madame,” Beatrice replied, making a brief curtsey, and then rushed off, turning briefly to wave to Ashley.

“Wow, you really get involved in your girls’ dating lives,” Ashley remarked, picking up the cup and blowing on it.

“Ah, yes, of course,” Vivienne replied. “But it is all part of the business, no? Now, how do you feel about getting started on your own dates? Perhaps you need a day or so to get settled in?”

“Oh, um…yeah,” Ashley allowed herself a brief laugh. “I don’t think I’m quite ready to go dating right so soon. I’m more interested in getting ready for any modeling work you need me to do,” she said. “I’ll admit I’ve never done any actual modeling before, but I was assured you would provide everything I needed?”

“Ah, ha!” Madame Vivienne laughed, sitting down on the other couch, slapping her hands on her knees. “Yes, I see. Modeling.”

~~~

Monsieur Étienne

Monsieur Étienne strolled rapidly towards the club, taking the same path through the neighborhoods of Monaco that he had every day for the past three years, walking down Avenue Princess Alice before turning onto Avenue d’Ostende. As he neared Port Hercule he turned at the roundabout and headed down Avenue J.F. Kennedy towards Quai Chicane, passing the mega yachts that were docked there, waving briefly to the crew of the Barbarosa, a 240 foot hydrogen-powered Lürsen that he had been invited on several times before.

As he strolled past the luxury goods stores on the ground floor of the Monaco Yacht Club building, shaped like a giant yacht itself, he turned and opened the nondescript door that led to his club: the most exclusive private club in all of Monaco. While it was housed within the building of the Monaco Yacht Club, most of the members of that establishment, billionaires themselves, were unaware of the nature of the club that shared their building.

He reached the elevator, tucked into the side of the marble lined hallway, and tapped his membership card on the panel next to the elevator doors. The doors slid open with a soft hiss and Étienne stepped inside, allowing the doors to close and the elevator to bring him up to the 3rd floor.

As the doors slid open he stepped into the foyer of the club, nodding to the girl at the reception desk who smiled back at him, eyes bright and shining. A hybrid, he noted. Not one he’d seen before, but beautiful as they all were. He’d have to try her out later. The girl was nude, of course. Covered in the latest fashion: gold-scaled Synthskin, making her look like a golden mermaid. Her reddish hair, green eyes, and perfectly white teeth spoke of a carefully selected specimen, trained from the moment she had turned 18 to be pleasing to men such as he and the other monied members of this club. He tore his eyes away from the alluring creature, pink nipples beckoning to him, and moved quickly through the main lounge, finding his favorite corner.

“Good morning, Sir,” said the impeccably dressed man-servant as Étienne sat down at his usual seat, overlooking the harbor. “Your usual?”

“Yes, please. What do you have today?”

“We have a nice eastern varietal, I think you’ll like her very much.”

“New?”

“Yes Sir, a case of them just arrived not two days ago.”

“Wonderful, I’ll have that and a croissant.”

“Of course, Sir. Shall I bring her uncorked?”

“No, table-side please.”

“Very well, Sir,” he nodded and disappeared, as truly exemplary staff do, ensuring they are there when needed and not a moment more.

Not five minutes later he reappeared carrying a plate with a croissant on it and towing a beautiful young girl behind him, leashed and naked, her face set in a studied mask of passivity.

“What is she?” Étienne asked. “A ’38, ’39?”

“Yes, wonderful eye, Sir. She’s a ’39.”

“So just 18? Wonderful. Let’s pop her open, shall we?”

“Of course, Sir.” He bent her over and, her hands on her knees, the soft, delicate chains making only the slightest noise, the man-servant pulled her plug out, eliciting a soft gasp from the girl.

The two of them stood up, facing Étienne, the girl a bit apprehensive. “Light in color,” continued the servant, “with hints of cherry and just a tiny bit of elderberry. I think you’ll find her quite delightful, Sir.”

“Indeed I will, thank you, François. I’ll take it from here.” Étienne picked up the paddle that sat in its customary spot on the side of the small dining table and patted his lap. “Come, girl. Let’s have a taste.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said softly as she lay herself down over his lap, facing towards his left as his right hand, clutching the paddle, gently pushed her bottom further along. He lay his other hand down on the girl’s upper back, gently resting it there, feeling the warmth from her body, enjoying the feel of her soft breasts as they hung free against the side of his leg. Could there be a better feeling than this? he wondered. Of course, there would be the particular joy that spanking a young woman gave him. That was always a highlight of his day.

He could feel the girl tensing up as he swung his right arm back, pausing for just one delicious moment before bringing it back down again. The resulting thwack elicited a quiet gasp from the girl, and a few curious heads turned to look, before returning to whatever relaxing morning time activity they had been engaged in before. Pulling the paddle back for another swing, Étienne could see the red outline of the implement emerging from the girl’s pale bottom and smiled.

Yes, this was a particularly tasty specimen. And not a hybrid, he noted, tracing the tattooed bar code on her right upper back, just below her shoulder. Her name, Isla, was inscribed in the same black ink right below the bar code. Isla. A lovely name, he thought as he applied the paddle again to her backside, wringing another gasp from her.

“The tone is quite lovely, don’t you think?” Étienne looked over at the man who had started talking, the chairman of a large consumer electronics conglomerate, Philip. He had taken the time to turn around in his comfortable chair and stare intently at the girl over Étienne’s lap.

“Yes, very delicate,” Étienne replied, making some effort to force a smile on his face. He didn’t like Philip very much. The man was a bit of a bore.

“Such refined character. Wherever did you get that lovely creature, Étienne?” the man continued.

“I believe she’s a new addition to the club’s stock. You should try her out yourself,” Étienne replied, turning back to the business at hand. He proceeded to tune out his surroundings, concentrating purely on the girl on his lap, the ever-reddening bottom, and the precise placement of paddle on said bottom, as that was the mark of a true connoisseur of such matters.


CHAPTER TWO

Questions

ASHLEY

“Come, Mademoiselle Ashley,” Madame Vivienne said, as she stood up abruptly and gestured for Ashley to follow her. Ashley put down her cup, looking longingly at it as she followed the dapper woman down the hall and into the second door from the left. The room was small, lacking windows and emphasizing its utilitarian purpose by sporting a rather eclectic collection of furniture, all of which seemed to be designed to secure things in place.

As Ashley took in more of the accoutrements of the room, she started to get a rather unpleasant feeling about where this was headed.

“Wait a minute,” she exclaimed. “Is this…?”

“Yes?”

“Is this really…?”

“Yes, Mademoiselle Ashley? You are saying…?”

“Um. Are you…are you going to tie me to these things?” Ashley asked, her voice dropping to a whisper. “You can’t, right? I mean…”

“Ah, Ashley, Ashley. My sweet little chérie! I don’t have any idea what you are so concerned about. This is simply a room, no? A room where one goes when things need to be done to prepare for…how do you say it? Modeling, no?”

“Oh,” Ashley breathed out, relieved. She blushed a bit, wondering how she had ever thought such a bad thing about this nice woman. “I thought you were going to tie me up here,” she said, laughing at her own expense.

“Oh, ha ha! Very amusing, no? But yes,” Madame Vivienne said, nodding emphatically. “I would like very much if you comply with our procedures—is that correct? Procedure?—and allow us to secure you here.”

“Wait, what? You…?”

Ashley turned around to see a man had entered the room. Slavic looking, with a pale, trimmed beard, black hair in a crew cut, and a blue and red track suit that bulged with his muscles. He looked to be all business, and Ashley didn’t want to know what business he was in. She suspected that she was that business now.

“You can’t! I’m an American, and I demand to be put in contact with my consular representative right now!” she cried out, balling her fists in front of her.

“Oh my god,” the man moaned, in a slight lisp. “Another one? You really need to tell these girls what’s up, before they come here!”

“Now, now, Boris,” Madame Vivienne sighed. “You don’t tell me how to run my business, I don’t tell you how to run yours, okay?”

“Sorry,” he said, looking down at his shoes: oversized sneakers with the tongue hanging out.

“Look,” Ashley said, eyes going from one to the other. “I don’t know what kind of freaky-ass shit you guys are pulling here, but I want no part of it, okay? I was told this was going to be a modeling gig and I could make good money, and now you two are here doing…I don’t even know!”

Boris grimaced. “Viv, you can’t run things like this! I’ve told you a million times! These girls deserve to be told upfront what the deal is.”

“Fine,” the woman pouted. “Okay, Miss Ashley. We go back in the other room, I tell you everything, okay?”

“Okay,” Ashley agreed, determined to try and talk this through and if it didn’t go anywhere, make a break for it and run to the nearest police station. Gendarmerie? She had seen that word in her French app. She was prepared!

The three of them tromped back into the main room and Ashley sat down, grabbing her coffee cup and taking a nice, long sip before setting it down and looking at the other two expectantly. She noted that Boris had positioned himself at the exit door, standing there with his hands in his pockets and a blank expression on his face. Madame Vivienne sat down on the other couch and clasped her hands in her lap, staring at Ashley.

“Okay, my dear. Here’s the thing,” she started. “Modeling here involves a very…how do I say, personal approach. Our girls are valued for their ability to make our clients feel very important. Socially important. Boris?”

“Yes, very nicely put. They are important men—”

“And women,” Vivienne interjected.

“Yes, also women. Men and women who like to be seen with beautiful ladies, such as yourself,” he agreed.

“Yes, very much like yourself. You are modeling not clothes,” she continued.

“No, often not clothes at all!” he said, staring at her, his gaze caressing her breasts before focussing on her face again.

“You are modeling life!” Vivienne exclaimed. “Life, love, happiness, joy!”

“So much joy,” Boris emphasized.

“You will be a part of the most intimate aspects of our clients. It is an honor! A privilege!”

“Indeed,” Boris nodded. “It is an honor simply to be chosen!”

“Oh,” Ashley said, at a loss for words. This sounded pretty interesting. She had never really thought of it that way.

“But we cannot simply send any girl,” Madame Vivienne continued. “We must make sure the girl is properly suited for the role—”

“And trained!” Boris emphasized, wagging his index finger at the two women.

“Yes, and trained. Any questions?”

“Uh, yeah! So many. Let’s see here…first of all, what’s with the straps and cuffs and stuff in that room?” Ashley asked.

“We have a very specific technique for preparing our girls,” came the reply from the Madame. She and Boris exchanged a glance that seemed to speak volumes before she turned her attention back to Ashley.

“Okay…” Ashley paused, working through the next question in her mind. “You keep saying ‘dates’. Why not gig? Isn’t that what a modeling job is usually called?”

“Yes, yes. Very good question. Isn’t that a good question, Boris?” Madame Vivienne asked.

“It is.”

“Yes. Well, we call them that to emphasize the more…personal nature of the assignments our models are sent on.” She smiled at Ashley, content to leave it at that.

“Um…coming back to the technique you mentioned…”

Madame Vivienne waved her arm impatiently. “Enough! Talk is talk and will yield no wisdom. The best thing is to do. That way you will learn, no? Come, we go and show you. Will you do this?”

Ashley glanced over at Boris to find him staring down at her, his arms now crossed over his chest, looking bemused.

She sighed and replied, “Fine, I guess. I still think it’s a bit weird, but maybe that’s just cause y’all are so French!”

~~~

Amélie

Amélie walked briskly across Place du Casino, aiming for her favorite meeting place, the Casino Café de Paris where she would meet her friend, Colette. As she approached the café, currently setup for alfresco dining, tables filled with a mix of locals meeting for lunch and coffee, and tourists gazing with despair at the prices on the menu, she spotted Colette sitting at a table for two.

She made her way past the host, heading directly for the table, waving at a few acquaintances she spotted as she wove her way through the crowded space.

“Colette,” she said as she reached the table. Air kisses were exchanged, her friend sporting aggressively plumped lips that were at least a size larger than last week.

“Amélie,” Colette replied. “How are you ma cherie?”

“Wonderful. A little sore,” she replied, eyes twinkling.

“No! You’re wicked! Simply wicked,” Colette replied, feigning outrage. “You must—”

A waiter floated over, interrupting them to ask their drink order. They both ordered Rosé and the lobster salad niçoise.

“Anyway,” Colette continued, “you must lend me your boy someday. I imagine he’s quite well equipped?”

Amélie giggled. “Yes, of course. I’ve had a few upgrades applied to him. Now he’s…perfect!” she said, giving a chef’s kiss.

“Wonderful! I must try and get one for myself.” She paused to look at Amélie. “I really don’t think that if I were married I could ever persuade my husband to get one for me. How did you ever do it?”

“We have a little understanding,” Amélie said, looking around herself to see if anyone important could hear their conversation. “He gets to go to his little club, I get to buy the occasional thing that he doesn’t concern himself with. As long as we remain discreet…”

“Of course. Ah,” Colette sighed with satisfaction as their wine arrived. “À votre santé!”

“Tchin-tchin!” Amélie replied.

“Tell me more about this club, if you don’t mind,” Colette said as she put her glass down and peered at Amélie through her oversized sunglasses. Colette was a striking woman, jet-black hair, styled in a fashionable pixie cut, with sharp cheekbones, long, elegant limbs and a rather generous chest. And of course the aforementioned lips.

“His club? I don’t know too much about it. It’s some sort of spanking fetish place I gather.”

“No!” Colette squealed with mirth. “Spanking? Is he into that? Oh, you poor thing!”

“Ah, well, no. He has tried, but I put a stop to that…most times. I sometimes like it, if I’m in the mood,” she laughed. “He’s a sweetie, really. Who am I to stop him from getting his satisfaction? And when he comes back from the club…” she left the rest unsaid, leaving only the exaggerated waggling of her brows to fill in the meaning.

“I see. Good for you,” Colette replied, looking up as their food arrived, the waiter gently placing their plates in front of them. When the waiter left, Colette continued her thought. “Have you ever been there? It seems like you have not, no?”

“No. I don’t even know where it is,” Amélie confessed.

“So how do you know he really goes there? What if he goes to some brothel?”

Amélie squeaked with amusement. “Brothel? Him? No,” she said. “He wouldn’t go to a brothel! He’d just hire a service girl or use one of the girls I’m sure they have at the club.”

“You’re okay with that?”

“Of course. I have my little boy toy, he can have his girls,” Amélie replied, her fork picking out a particularly large piece of lobster from her salad.

She smiled back at Colette. Truth be told, it did bother her a bit. Exactly what happened at this club of his? She did want to know.

~~~

Ashley

Ashley, Madame Vivienne and Boris made their way back to the room that Ashley had found so very disturbing. Boris gestured for Ashley to enter ahead of him, staying behind at the doorway while Madame Vivienne placed her hand on Ashley’s shoulder.

“Now, my dear. You agree that your beautiful body is the foundation of what your…modeling would entail?” she asked.

“Well, yeah, I guess that makes sense,” Ashley replied. She blushed at the compliment. Plenty of guys had called her tits “amazing” but her whole body? It was nice to hear someone as worldly as Madame Vivienne casually referring to her body as beautiful.

“Yes. And we have an obligation—”

“An obligation!” Boris emphasized.

“Yes, thank you. An obligation to our clients to ensure that our quality is what our clients expect, no?”

“Um…yeah, sure. I can see that,” Ashley had to concede.

“Resilience,” Boris added.

“Huh?” Ashley asked.

“Resilience,” he repeated.

“Yes, indeed,” Madame Vivienne nodded. “We must make sure that you have the fortitude to take on the responsibilities that your role entails. Resilience is what we are looking for.”

“Okay. I guess I just thought I was going to put on some weird looking clothes and look pretty in them,” Ashley admitted. “This seems a lot more intense.”

“Of course, my dear. This is not a trivial thing. Is the pursuit of a truer human connection not worth some effort?” Madame Vivienne asked.

“Connection is so lacking these days,” Boris asserted, shaking his head.

“Okay, fine!” Ashley exclaimed. “You’re giving me the hard sell for sure. Let’s just get this over with, okay? What do I have to do?”

Smiles all around as Madame Vivienne clapped her hands. “Wonderful, Ashley! Wonderful. Now please take off all your clothes and we can get started!”

“What?”

“All your clothes should be taken off,” Boris clarified, helpfully.

“Yeah, I heard,” she grumped. “I mean, like, why?”

“Oh,” Boris replied. “I guess so you can be naked? We need to examine you. I feel like Madame Vivienne already explained all that.”

“I believe I did,” the Madame agreed, rather curtly. “I believe I mentioned that your body was the foundation? And we have an obligation to our clients? To ensure the quality of our product?”

“Product?” Ashley asked.

“You,” Madame Vivienne replied, staring back at her.

Ashley sighed. “Fine, I guess. Is there a changing room?”

“This is the changing room as well,” Boris replied. “But you can hand your clothes over to me.”

“Okay,” Ashley said and proceeded to kick her shoes off. She started blushing as she peeled her blouse off, struggling a little as one of her earrings caught in the fabric for a second. Madame Vivienne was kind enough to help her out and soon enough the blouse was in Boris’ hands as Ashley unzipped her jeans and pushed them down, stepping out of them and handing them over as well. As she stood there in her panties and bra she took a moment to gather herself.

“We really need to do this?” she asked. “Like, what you see here isn’t enough?”

The two shook their heads and Ashley steeled herself for the next step. She reached back and unclipped her bra, shaking her breasts free and slipping the garment off. She handed that over and self-consciously covered her nipples with her other arm. Turning away from the two, she slipped her thumbs in the waistband of her pretty pink panties and pushed them down over her bottom, wriggling out of them and letting them fall down to her feet.

She looked back at Boris, who was looking at her with a studied expression of professional detachment, before turning around again, bending over and retrieving her underwear, handing it over behind her back to Boris before turning around, covering her breasts and vulva with her hands.

“Happy now?” she asked as she felt her cheeks burning.

“Yes, lovely,” Boris said as his eyes scanned her.

“Wonderful, dear,” Madame Vivienne added. “I do hope, however, that your initial reluctance to do what is needed doesn’t continue to be an issue,” she said, peering intently at the nude girl.

“Oh…sorry,” Ashley stammered. “I guess it was just…unexpected, you know?”

“Of course. Now, Boris, shall we secure our girl?”


CHAPTER THREE

Busted!

ASHLEY

“Secure?” Ashley asked, her voice rising slightly in pitch. She looked over at the wall where a black wooden frame was perched, rings at each corner sporting chains with cuffs attached. “There?”

“Yes, I’m afraid it will be necessary,” Madame Vivienne said. “It’s a matter of safety. Regulations, what can I say,” she shrugged her shoulders, dismissing the entire issue as an irrelevant minor matter.

“Okay, I guess it’s fine?” Ashley dropped her arms to her sides and walked slowly over to the frame. “Facing out?”

“Yes, please,” came the reply as Ashley turned around, facing the two and raised her hands to the cuffs.

Boris came over and reached up, closing the cuff around her right wrist first, the front of his track suit-clad chest brushing against her bare breast, causing her nipple to harden and Ashley to take in a sharp breath. Next came her other wrist, the cuff making a series of clicking sounds as he tightened it.

Ashley looked up at her left wrist as Boris knelt down, gently nudging her to spread her legs as he fastened her ankles in the cuffs on each corner of the frame.

With a grunt he stood up again, reaching up to tighten the chains, stretching Ashley out.

“She’s ready,” he said as Madame Vivienne beamed at her.

“Wonderful,” she said, rubbing her hands together. “Now, Mademoiselle Ashley, we will be taking a few pictures, for our…ah, insurance? Yes, our insurance, and then we will check your suitability for our client’s needs.”

“Insurance?” Ashley queried. “Like, health insurance? I get that?”

“Oh, yes. Everyone in France gets health insurance,” Boris replied.

“Wow! No way! I haven’t had any for years!” Ashley was impressed. While they did things in strange ways here, she was quite pleased with this development.

Boris took several shots of her stretched out body with his phone, concentrating on her breasts and vulva for the last few shots. When he finished, Ashley looked over to see Madame Vivienne standing to her side holding a slim rod with a tapered end.

“What’s that?” Ashley asked.

“This? Ah, this is nothing, ma cherie! Just a little triviality, nothing at all. We put it inside you, yes? We see how well you take things inside your workplace, yes?”

“Workplace? You mean my vagina? You’re going to stick that inside my vagina and you’re calling it my workplace?” Ashley’s brain was working through some things. As one thing after another started to fall into place, she noticed another girl, also naked, walking past the open door to their room, barely bothering to glance at her as she passed.

“Wait a fucking minute!” Ashley exclaimed. “This isn’t a modeling—”

“Don’t say it!” Boris growled, looking panicked.

“Agency!” Ashley continued.

“Don’t say it!” Madame Vivienne cried out.

“This is a—”

“Whatever you do, don’t say it!” Boris shouted.

“Escort service!” Ashley exclaimed. “You bastards! You’re trying to sell me to horny guys!”

“Oh hell!” Boris groaned. “She said it!”

“Merde!” Madame Vivienne spat out. “What do we do now?”

Sirens rang out in the near distance. Boris spun his head around, eyes fixed on Madame Vivienne. “My advice? Run, bitch! Run!”

And with that he took off, footsteps echoing down the hall as he ran, Madame Vivienne giving Ashley a brief, sorrowful look before she too took to her heels and ran away.

Ashley smirked, feeling quite good about matters. She wasn’t quite sure how she had managed to bust the entire operation just by stating out loud what was now quite obvious, but it was clear to her that she had just escaped a terrible fate. Human trafficking was no joking matter, and she couldn’t believe she had been so naive as to allow herself to fall into this situation.

But that didn’t matter anymore. She heard footsteps racing towards her—most likely police officers rushing to free her, take her to a safe place. Maybe offer her some of that famous French hospitality. She was looking forward to a nice hot shower, maybe a croissant.

Indeed, it didn’t take long before a police officer entered the room, giving her a quick once-over, an appreciative look crossing his face. In the background she could hear cries of protest, female ones, as the other girls were being freed, she assumed.

“Um…hello?” she called out to the officer who was still staring at her.

“Yes?” he replied.

“Can you, like, free me?”

“Ah…American?” he asked, leaning against the wall, taking a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket. As he tapped out a single cigarette from the pack, he stared blatantly at her breasts. “You speak the French? Yes?”

“Ah, no, not really. Sorry,” she replied, wondering if he was really going to smoke here instead of freeing her. Still, she had to admit, this was pretty French.

He nodded at her, smiling. “Yes, you are sex girl? Yes?”

“Oh, no!” she protested. “I’m a model! I was totally getting victimized here!”

“Model?”

“Yeah! I got hired to come here as a model. I totally had no idea what these freaks were doing! I swear!”

“Ah, yes. A model, of course,” he said, looking down at his cigarette as he lit it, turning to the doorway as he took a long drag at it, held between his thumb and index finger. Another officer entered, staring at her, looking at him.

“Emmenez-la au traitement des esclaves,” he said to the officer. With a final look at her, and another drag on his cigarette, he left, leaving her with the new officer who continued to stare at her, taking her all in.

“What did he just say?” she asked in a high-pitched voice. “What did he just say?”

The officer coughed, then said, “Take her to slave processing.”

~~~

Monsieur Étienne

“Monsieur?”

Étienne contemplated the increasingly pink bottom of the girl over his lap. He had switched from paddle to hand a few minutes ago, enjoying the hand-feel of a blazing hot bottom. What was the girl’s name again? Isla. His hand rested on her heated flesh, her legs parted, his fingers drifting down between her cheeks. The heat radiated out from her core and his probing fingers found a pool of moisture gathered there, where her pink flesh parted.

As a connoisseur of female flesh, he found himself particularly drawn to this one. Absolutely delectable, he thought.

“Monsieur?”

“Hmm? Yes?” he replied, annoyed at being interrupted from his appreciation of one of the truest pleasures that the world had to offer a man such as himself.

“I’m so sorry, Monsieur, but I’m afraid there is a matter that requires your attention,” François apologized as he bent over to speak with discretion.

“More important than my enjoyment of the delicious Isla here?”

“I’m so sorry, Monsieur. The Director sends his regrets, but it is a matter of utmost urgency.”

Étienne sighed. He liked the director well enough, but the man tended to exaggerate. Nevertheless, one didn’t keep the Director of the club waiting, as his word was law here.

“Can you cork this one and keep her fresh for me?”

“Of course, Monsieur,” François replied.

And so, reluctantly, Étienne bade the girl stand up on wobbly legs, hair slightly disheveled, sniffling quietly.

“I’ll have her corked and cellared for your return, Monsieur,” François affirmed as Étienne stood up, brushed himself off and headed over to the central staircase that led to the girls’ rooms and administrative offices.

Étienne made short work of the stairs and knocked on the door of Monsieur Nicolas Dupont, the Director of the club and one of the founding members. He entered as soon as Nicolas called out.

“Nicolas, you old fart! What’s so urgent that I needed to be pulled away from a rather delectable morning delicacy?”

“Please,” the slightly portly, balding man gestured to the chair in front of his desk. Étienne settled into it with a grunt. He took a moment to look around himself at the pictures hung on the wall. Tasteful nudes, mostly in profile, of young women bending over, presenting their bottoms for the enjoyment of club members. The vast majority of the models were club girls, but one of them was Monsieur Dupont’s own wife, Étienne knew. Which one, however, that was the mystery.

“Étienne,” the man began, “I’m of course, so sorry for the inconvenience, but I’m afraid I need your advice.”

“Okay,” he replied. “I’d be happy to help in whatever way I can.”

“You see, I’m afraid that the club has made a rather embarrassing mistake.”

Étienne raised an eyebrow. “A mistake? Of what nature?”

“I’m afraid we’ve oversubscribed our girls.”

“Oversubscribed? What do you mean?”

“One of our members, Monsieur Davidoff, has booked a number of girls for his upcoming yacht party. It’s a spanking theme, of course.”

“Of course.” Étienne knew all about that party. It was the talk of Monaco and he was, of course, invited. And quite looking forward to it.

“And Monsieur Valoise has booked a number of girls as well for his yacht party.”

“Yes?” He didn’t give a shit about that philistine Valoise.

“And I’m afraid that when we obligated ourselves to provide these girls we did not make the proper allowances. And so we do not have, in fact, a sufficient number of girls to fulfill our obligations,” Dupont finished, lamely.

Étienne leaned back, chuckling. “An embarrassment to be sure. But how may I help in this matter?”

The man wrung his hands together, sweating slightly. “I was hoping…that is to say, we were hoping that you might know of some…stock that we might purchase?”

“Stock?”

“Yes, Étienne. Perhaps you can ask your contacts…”

“My contacts? You mean the head of the Ministry of the Interior? Monsieur Foucault? He’s a busy man, Nicolas. I can’t just text him, ‘I need some fresh pussy!’”

Dupont grimaced. “Of course, of course. We can always resort to some hybrids, but it is expected by our members that we serve genuine product. Only the best quality for our club members.”

Étienne sighed. That was a sore point. Anyone with sufficient money could get a hybrid girl or male for their chambers. They were quite plentiful thanks to the grim economic situation and the improvements and efficiencies that the processing plants had gained over the years. But the true status symbol would always be a pure, natural girl.

“Very well,” he exclaimed, standing up. “I shall give my friend a ring. Now I really must return to what I was doing. Leave a girl like that out too long and she loses some of her effervescence.”

~~~

Ashley

The facility was nondescript, a series of gray buildings, small windows on the top floor only, barbed wire fence surrounding the complex. It was situated off of a long, winding highway that threaded its way through the mountains that bordered the French Riviera. An equally long, winding side street led off the main road to the gates that gave entry to this bleak place.

Ashley had spent a miserable time in the police van, naked and chained hand and foot to the sparse metal bench, being bumped around while trying desperately to see where they were going. The narrow slits in the side of the van were barely enough for her to confirm her worst fears: they were headed away from civilization, away from anywhere that might contain an outpost of the US State Department.

As the van passed the guarded gate, her heart sank even further. Slave processing. What did that even mean? She knew that a form of forced human bondage was now practiced in most Western countries, and quite a few Asian ones as well. But never in her wildest dreams had she imagined that this could be her fate!

It took her guards only a few minutes to bring her from the van into the nearest building, down a barren hallway and into a room containing a few plastic chairs and a desk, with a uniformed woman behind it, seated and busy tapping away at a laptop. She looked up as Ashley was deposited on a chair facing the desk and secured there by a chain locked to her ankle.

As the guards left, the woman continued to type away for a while before finally looking up at Ashley. “So, you are an American?”

“Yes. I am, and I’d like to talk to my consulate, please,” Ashley asserted, hoping that this would go somewhere.

The woman merely smiled and nodded. “We have already contacted them.”

“Oh! Oh, good! When will they come to get me? I assume…”

“Ah, ha! No. No. They are not coming…” she glanced at the screen, “Mademoiselle Ashley.”

“What? What do you mean? They have to come, I’m a citizen!”

“No…they said that you are not of interest to them, I’m afraid. Women such as yourself, who has…how do you say? Sullied? Yes, that is the word he used. Sullied the reputation of their own country—”

“What! What do you mean sullied? I came here to be a model! Not my fault they turned out to be sleazy. And by the way,” Ashley continued, growing more indignant, “it’s your own countrymen that were running an escort service, luring innocent young women like me into their trap!”

“We did not find anyone there, running anything. The business is registered to a Canadian. You know her?”

“Madame Vivienne? Well—”

“Ah ha! So you know her. Canada, US, all the same, no?”

“Uh, no! Not even close!” Ashley sputtered.

“Anyway, the nice embassy man wanted nothing to do with you. So we have you now,” the officer finished, smiling grimly.

“What…what does that mean?”

“By law we must give you a choice,” she said.

“A choice?” Ashley’s heart beat faster. Choices were good. Admittedly, she hadn’t been making the best ones recently, but still. Never too late to start.

“Yes, you have a choice. You will most likely be sentenced to 5 or 6 years in prison—”

“What?” Ashley exclaimed.

“We take this very seriously. Prostitution is illegal—”

“Oh, my god! I’m not—I’m not a prostitute!” Ashley cried out, starting to weep. “I just wanted to be a model!”

The woman stared back at Ashley, face softening somewhat in sympathy. “I understand. But the government—”

“Okay. Whatever,” Ashley sniffed, raising her chained wrists to her face to wipe her eyes with the backs of her hands. “You said I had a choice. What’s the other choice?”

“You can volunteer for captivity. You would become property of the state, and we would sell you to someone who is willing to take care of you.”

“How is that better than prison?” Ashley asked. She stared down at her bound wrists, her naked breasts.

“Oh, prison is bad, my dear. Very bad. They’re far too crowded, dirty, cold. We have problems with violence. A pretty, young girl like you would not do well, there,” she replied, shaking her head.

“So…I would be property?”

“Yes. You will have an owner who paid for you and—”

“And I…what? I have to obey them?” Ashley asked.

“Yes. Your owner would expect you to obey them. If you don’t you can be punished.”

“What would they do?” Ashley asked, her voice lowered to just above a whisper.

“There are standards for that,” the woman responded, keeping her expression neutral.

“Okay. Okay,” Ashley continued, striving to understand. This was her life that the two of them were discussing here. “So, can they…?” she looked down at her nipples.

“Yes,” came the response. “A pretty girl like you will be used for sexual relief. You must understand that. But you are an adult, yes? You wanted to have sex for money, correct?”

“I didn’t!” Ashley protested.

“Well then, there is no problem! You will have sex but not get paid!”

“You’re kidding about this? I’m going to be sold into slavery and you’re having fun?” Ashley exclaimed, incensed.

“I apologize,” she replied. “But it is the reality. You will be property and you will be used as your owner wishes. Most girls will be sold to some institution, however.”

“Institution? What—like a company?”

“Yes, maybe. A company, a collective. Maybe a brothel,” she said, typing away on the laptop.

“A brothel?” Ashley was dumbfounded. “You literally just said that I could go to jail for working for an escort service! What the hell?”

“Ah, yes. I understand the confusion. Prostitution is illegal, but slaves are not prostitutes, of course.”

“Yeah, that makes sense,” Ashley rolled her eyes.

“Ah, look!” the woman said as she looked up from the laptop. “We already have an order posted for a girl just like you.”

“Okay? Like, what? A company or something?” Ashley asked, leaning forward to try to see.

“A club,” came the reply. “In Monaco!”

“Oooh, that seems nice,” Ashley said, impressed.

“Yes, it seems to be one of the most prestigious clubs in all of Monaco. Very exclusive!”

Ashley leaned back. “Like, is it a nightclub? Strip club? Country club?”

“It seems to be a private, members-only club.”

Ashley shrugged. It was possible she was going to have to serve drinks or something. But it was more likely going to wind up being a sex club, though. Ashley just had to steel herself for that reality. The choice was to either rot in a horrible prison, or be a sex slave.

She sighed. “All right, I guess I don’t want to be in a prison. So yeah. I’ll be doing the other thing, then.”

“Wonderful!”


CHAPTER FOUR

A Question of Size

MONSIEUR ÉTIENNE

“Good morning, darling,” Étienne said as he walking into the kitchen. Amélie was at the breakfast nook, having a cappuccino.

“Good morning, dear. Are you going to the club again?”

Étienne sat down heavily, drumming his fingers on the table. “Yes, I believe so. There’s a bit of an issue at the club I need to deal with.”

“Oh, didn’t you find another girl through your friend, that Foucault fellow,” Amélie said as she sipped, some of the foam dotting the tip of her nose.

“Yes, sure,” Étienne replied. “Although we could use another girl quite desperately. But I was talking about something else, I’m afraid.”

“Oh?”

“That idiot Valoise—”

“Dominic?”

“Yes, Dominic Valoise, the son of Arthur and Marlene? We met them at that party last year—”

“Yes, he was a bit of a pompous ass,” Amélie grunted. She hated people like that. New money, she sniffed.

“Anyway, he’s been spreading the rumor around the club that he has the bigger yacht! Can you believe it?” he exclaimed, his ire rising.

“Darling! Please don’t get your blood pressure up! I’m sure it doesn’t matter at all—”

“Doesn’t matter?” he sputtered. “Of course it matters! I can’t have rumors like that spread unchallenged.”

“But size? Who cares?” she said, raising an eyebrow as she set her cup down.

“My dear,” he started, determined to try and explain this for the hundredth time as patiently as he could. “Everyone at the club has a mega-yacht. They all pretty much have the same features: helipad, spa, pool, cinema, sex crew and so on. The only differentiator these days is the size! Mine’s bigger!”

She rolled her eyes and picked her cup back up. Boys were so silly about this.

“By the way…” Étienne continued.

“Yes, darling?”

“Why is he still out?”

“Him?” Amélie turned to look at her hybrid, Steve.

“Hey, how’s it going?” the young man waved, sitting at the table naked.

“Yes, him. Look, I don’t mind you having a toy, but it’s polite to keep them out of sight,” he huffed.

“I’m sorry, dear. I just got done using him and he likes being aired out a bit afterwards,” she said.

“I get sweaty,” Steve added helpfully.

Étienne grimaced. “Well, this is awkward. What with the girl problem at the club, I was hoping I might get a morning…you know…”

“A quickie? Darling, of course! I’m a little sore in my hole, but if you want my bottom, I’m game!”

“Yes, that will be wonderful,” he brightened. “Perhaps a spanking too?”

“You want me to spank you?” she teased as Steve looked on with a quizzical expression.

Étienne roared with laughter. “Ah, you’re so funny! Come, let’s go,” he said as she put down her cup and followed him into his bedroom.

“Close the door, my little doudou!” she said as she stripped out of her morning gown. She was completely naked underneath and Étienne took a moment to enjoy the view. She really was a beautiful girl and life together had been a wonderful adventure so far.

“Have I been naughty?” she purred as she crawled onto the bed, shaking her bare bottom at him.

“Ooh, yes!” he replied. “So naughty! Not putting away your toys, um…other things too, I’m sure!”

“Are you going to use your belt?” she asked as she looked behind herself to find him scrambling out of his clothes. His penis stood at attention as he pulled the belt out from the tangle of clothes on the floor.

She turned back to stare at the bedsheets, lowering her head to raise her bottom higher. Being spanked by Étienne was both enjoyable and a way for her to connect with one of his greater passions.

Étienne doubled the belt, wrapping it around his hand and slapping it experimentally against the palm of his other hand.

“Are you ready, dear?” he asked.

“Yes, yes! Do it!”

And Étienne did, swinging his arm back and giving her a good smack across the butt, her cheeks jiggling, a squeak fleeing her lips as she clenched.

“Oh, god, Étienne. Oh god!” she moaned.

He gave her another smack and she wiggled her bottom again, clenching and unclenching as she dealt with the pain. The red welt marks were already showing and Étienne gazed down on his wife’s bottom with admiration.

“I need to take you, darling. Do we have lubricant somewhere?”

“No need,” she groaned. “Just use my pussy, it’s wet enough to lubricate you.”

“Ah, of course,” he said as he nudged her thighs apart and gently inserted his penis in her hole. She grunted as he pushed further in and moved his member around a bit, lubricating it nicely with her natural lubricant.

He pulled out finally, spread her bottom cheeks with his left hand and slowly, carefully pushed his shaft into her smallest hole as she grunted, shifting her bottom to improve the angle of his penetration.

He began thrusting in and out of her, starting slowly then speeding up as she accommodated him.

“I enjoy spanking you, dear,” he began, breathing heavily. “But I just can’t allow myself to go as far as I do with the club girls. You understand, right?” He gripped her by the hips as he began thrusting faster.

“Uh,” she grunted. “I…I understand, dear.” She grimaced as he grew more forceful. This was a sore point for her. She wanted to be spanked by him, but the girls at the club were always a bigger attraction. As he continued to pound her she lost herself in thought. If she could somehow figure out what was happening in that club that was so attractive to him, perhaps she could do something about this situation.

“Oh, oh, oh!” he grunted as he came, flooding her insides with his essence. She sighed contentedly as he slipped out of her and kissed her back, gently.

As he washed himself and got ready to head out, Amélie lay back in the bed, stretching out. Yes, she would need to talk to Colette. There might be something there worth exploring.

~~~

Ashley

“Just one moment, Mademoiselle Ashley,” the woman said as she got up from her desk and, coming up to Ashley’s right side, bent down and checked her chains. Ashley’s wrists were still bound together, along with her ankles, the two sets of chains connected together by a single chain that kept her from being able to raise her chained hands much above her waist when standing. The woman then checked the cuff that kept her ankle secured to the floor.

“Good, please wait here,” she grunted as she stood up and left the office. Ashley assumed she was joking, if so it was in poor taste, she felt. In any case, she was stuck here, having come to a waypoint in her life, a pitstop on a trail pitted with one bad decision after another. And this last one, to agree to sexual slavery, was perhaps Ashley’s worst decision ever. Although it still seemed better to her than prison, especially if it was as bad as this woman had made it seem.

It was probably too late to change her mind, she thought as the door opened up again abruptly and she jerked in her seat in momentary panic. Two burly men came in, followed by the woman whose office this was, and who now seemed to be the arbiter of Ashley’s fate. She was carrying a tablet and, holding it against her chest, she addressed Ashley, standing to the side, the two men flanking her.

“Mademoiselle Ashley, these men will take you to processing. But first, you have one more chance to choose prison over service,” she intoned, seemingly speaking from rote.

“I…I think I’ll still take service,” Ashley stammered, looking from her to the two men, each standing there impassively. Neither of them was even bothering to check her out. More than anything, that scared Ashley the most. She was naked, sitting here. Her tits were out for everyone to see, and yet these men didn’t care. That meant they saw this sort of thing all the time and had become immune. That meant they would most likely treat her with indifference, like one would handle livestock, rather than a nubile young woman worthy of consideration, and that didn’t seem good to Ashley.

“Very good,” the woman said, jolting Ashley out of her contemplation. “Please put your finger here,” she said as she shoved the tablet down by Ashley’s bound hands. It was close enough for her to place her index finger on top of a prominent red square marked out on the tablet screen, taking care to make sure her chains didn’t scrape the side of the tablet.

With that done, one of the men bent down to free Ashley’s ankle from the cuff that secured her to the floor, and the two of them proceeded to help her up from the chair, standing her up against the wall as the woman used the tablet to take several pictures of her, making Ashley blush fetchingly.

With a curt nod, she went back to her chair behind the desk and said, “Farewell, Mademoiselle. These men will take good care of you, do not worry.” Ashley saw a hint of sympathy in the woman’s eyes, the finality of it causing a pit of worry to open up in her stomach.

“Thanks, I guess…” she stammered out as the men took her by both arms and led her out of the office and down the hall.

After several turns down nondescript hallways, they made their way through an area filled with low-slung cubicles where suit-clad workers tapped away at their workstations, some briefly looking up to stare at the spectacle of a young naked woman shuffling along in chains, guided by two burly officers.

She stared back occasionally but quickly averted her eyes when someone seemed too curious. But mostly the workers there simply went back to what they were doing, their spreadsheets and slide presentations more compelling than a woman consigned to shameful service, apparently. Again, it was that which affected Ashley more than anything else, and she spent the rest of the journey staring at the floor in front of her, looking up only when they reached their destination.

What she saw when she focussed her blurry eyes did not reassure her in any way. She was face to face with a frame, wooden but painted an industrial green with red patches marked out, with French words stenciled on it which Ashley could not understand. One word, avertissement, stood out as particularly strange. Perhaps she would be secured to this to advertise something? For this frame was definitely something built for a person to be secured to. And that person was going to be her.

Indeed, the men turned her around to back up against the frame, undoing the cuff on her left hand to raise it and secure it to the upper left-hand corner of the frame. Swiftly and efficiently the two worked to secure her limbs to all four corners, tugging at the attachment points to tighten and stretch her out so that she was finally secured spread out and straining against her bonds, her feet several inches off the floor.

With a final tug and a check of her wrists and ankles, one of the officers pushed a button and the frame lifted itself off the ground a good six inches. With an impertinent smack on her bottom from each of the men, who finally allowed themselves a grin and a wink directed at her, they left the room, shutting and locking the door behind them.

Ashley grimaced. If prisons here were really worse than this, then she had definitely finally made the right choice for once. She squirmed and looked down. Her nipples were standing out, crinkled with the cold of the room, and yet there was a distinct heat radiating out from between her legs and with a deep blush she realized she could feel a trickle of her lubricant running down her inner thigh.

Oh, my fucking god, Ashley thought to herself. Am I turned on by this?

~~~

Colette

“Oh, it’s simply divine!” Colette exclaimed as she tentatively touched the tip, running her fingers along it.

“Isn’t it?” Amélie beamed with possessive pride. Steve, Amélie’s hybrid toy boy, stood there, his hands cuffed behind his back and his member thrust out horizontally for the two women to gaze at appreciatively.

“You lucky girl,” Colette said as she playfully pushed the shaft down with her index finger, letting it bounce back up into position.

“You really should get yourself one,” Amélie said, taking a sip of her afternoon latte.

“Ah, yes,” Colette laughed dismissively. “I wish I could, but even the used models are a bit too much for me,” she shrugged. “What model is this?”

Amélie frowned as she tried to remember. “I really don’t remember, sorry. I think I ordered a large, though. That’s all I remember. It was a few months ago,” she giggled.

Colette playfully grasped his shaft in her fist and ran it along the length, causing Steve to groan out. “Ooh, he’s going to blow!” she cried out, teasing.

“Ah, no, no! He’s too well trained for that,” Amélie laughed back. She looked over at his face, eyes closed and concentrating on not doing anything untoward. “I could always lend him to you, my dear,” she said as Steve’s eyes popped open.

“Oh, that’s so sweet of you,” Colette replied, eying his shaft hungrily. “But how could I ever replay you?”

“Ah, that does bring something to mind,” Amélie said, shifting in her seat.

“Anything,” Colette said, letting go of Steve’s member and leaning forward in her seat.

“You mentioned some time ago that you were interested in spanking, as I am as well, correct?”

“Oh. Yes, yes. Why? You want me to spank you?”

Amélie laughed. “No, silly. I want to know what goes on in Étienne’s club and they don’t let wives in.”

“Yes, you mentioned that,” Colette nodded, while Steve stood there, looking from one woman to the other, his member still impressively rigid.

“What would you say to infiltrating the club for me?” Amélie looked down at her coffee cup then back up at her friend.

“Infiltrate? How?”

“So you’re not saying no?”

“Well, not right away. How would I get in? They don’t let women in…oh!”

Amélie nodded. Yes, Colette was a clever one. “You understand, there are risks involved. But since my husband is a senior member there, I’m sure one word from me and you would be freed, regardless of what sort of trouble you might have gotten yourself into.”

“Okay. Yes, I think I understand. But, just to make sure: I wouldn’t actually become a—”

“No, of course not. I know a man in the ministry, he can make up some records that will disappear once you’re in,” Amélie said, waving her hand in the air as if to flick away the thought that anything could possibly go wrong. “The club is apparently short of girls, so they will go absolutely crazy at the thought of getting someone as beautiful as you.”

“Oh,” Colette blushed, looking down at the table. She pushed her coffee cup with her finger idly. “I suppose it would be a sufficiently naughty adventure. I have been rather bored lately,” she giggled. “And I could borrow your boy?”

“Absolutely,” Amélie assured her friend, as the hybrid boy standing there listening to them glanced over at Colette, his member bouncing up a bit of its own volition.

“So, I would need to be…naked?” Colette asked, her voice turning a bit husky.

“Yes, I believe so,” Amélie replied, raising an eyebrow. “That wouldn’t be a problem?”

“Oh, no,” Colette replied, perhaps a bit quicker than one would have thought a lady of her social standing would have replied.


CHAPTER FIVE

Supply and Demand

MONSIEUR ÉTIENNE

Monsieur Étienne huffed his way down the piers of Port Hercule, sweating slightly in the late spring heat which radiated from the ground as he made his way past one yacht after another, looking for the Bouillabaisse, the rather stupidly named yacht of one Dominic Valoise, Étienne new arch-enemy.

Soon enough he reached the gangway, a velvet rope the only visible deterrent to anyone who wished to board, but Étienne knew that he was currently being watched very closely by the yacht’s security detail. He waved in the general direction of the rear of the massive yacht and yelled out, “Is the bastard here?”

It took only a few minutes for a crew member to arrive and make his way down the passerelle towards Étienne, expression kept carefully neutral, although Étienne could discern a slight smile there.

“Who may I say is calling for Monsieur Valoise?” the young man asked, knowing full well who he was dealing with here, for this was not the first time that Étienne had been aboard the yacht as a guest.

“You can tell him that the guy with the bigger yacht is here. He’ll understand,” Étienne sniffed.

“Very well, Sir. Would you care to wait onboard?”

“Of course,” Étienne replied, slipping his shoes off, balancing each on a toe as he deftly flicked them into the wicker basket kept there dockside for just such a purpose. Clad only in socks he proceeded past the velvet rope that the crewman had opened for him and made his way up the passerelle, past the pool, and onto the aft deck seating area, plopping himself down on the settee as the crewman slipped away and a girl approached, bearing a glass of rosé champagne.

Étienne eyed her, recognizing her from the club as he accepted the glass from her, raising it to his lips and admiring the bouquet. The champagne was wonderful, but his mood was anything but. The gall of the man, to use up club girls when his party wasn’t for another two weeks!

“You’re from the club, aren’t you, girl?” he said as she made as if to leave.

“Oh. Yes, Sir,” she replied, blushing slightly, a blush that made its way over to the tops of her bare, pale breasts. Étienne had always liked girls like this one. The pale skin made the marks from his spankings so much more prominent. He like to call it ‘painting’ his girls. Art was an important part of any culture, of course, and Étienne was glad to contribute to society’s body of work.

“Did the old bastard send you deliberately?” he challenged the poor girl.

“You mean Monsieur Valoise?” she asked, guilelessly.

“Of course!”

“I don’t know, Sir,” she replied, making a slight curtsey. “I was sent here by the head stew, Sir.”

Étienne humphed and dismissed her, enjoying the view of her bare bottom bouncing along as she walked away.

Still enjoying his champagne and sitting there on the comfortable cushion, his right leg crossed over his left in the European fashion, right foot tapping the air impatiently, he saw the man himself, Dominic, descending the curved staircase down from the owner’s deck to join Étienne. The insufferable man had a big grin on his face, Étienne noted as he did not bother getting up to shake hands.

“Étienne,” Valoise exclaimed. “How absolutely wonderful to see you here! Slow day at the office?”

Étienne frowned. “I don’t go to an office, Dominc, you know that quite well.”

“Ah, so sorry, my old friend,” he said, sitting down across from him on a comfortable, overstuffed club chair. “I forget. I just know that some of us still need to work for our living, eh?”

Étienne stiffened in suppressed rage. Everyone knew that Valoise was a spoilt daddy’s boy and had never earned a cent in his life.

“Daddy doing okay? Still paying your bills?” Étienne snorted.

Valoise leaned his head back and gave a loud guffaw. “Ah, you’re so refreshing, Étienne! Truly! Now,” he said, turning serious, “what brings you aboard my humble vessel.”

“Well, to be quite honest,” Étienne started. “It has come to my attention that you claim that this little yacht of yours is larger than mine!”

“And?”

“And?” Étienne repeated, dumbfounded. “And it’s not true!”

“Nonsense! Anyone can see it! Your yacht is…admirable, no doubt. No-one would dispute that it’s a nice little yacht,” Valoise said, waving his hand in a dismissive motion. “And I for one applaud you for stretching things to be able to afford it.”

“What?” Étienne sputtered. “I’m not stretched at all, unlike your daddy’s butt after the bankers were through with his loan application.”

“What? What the fu—” Valoise exploded. “Don’t you talk like that about my Pappa, not on my yacht!”

“Oh, fuck off. Your yacht is only 67.4 meters and mine’s 67.5! You know it, everyone knows it!” Étienne yelled back.

“Give me a fucking break, old man! Everyone knows you sucked at least ten cocks to get the shipyard to fake those numbers!”

“Oh! Oh! That’s rich coming from Valoise the Limp!” Étienne retorted, beyond all caring at this point.

“Limp? What? Where did that come from? I’ll have you know I can keep it up under any condition at all,” Valoise sputtered, standing abruptly and unzipping his Vilebrequin shorts. He pulled out his member, indeed quite stiff. “See? See? Stiff as a ship’s mast, although not your ship, cause it’s so fucking lame and tiny!” he screamed as the crew, fascinated by the spectacle, peered around the corner of the bulkhead.

“What? I see nothing! Nothing!” Étienne screamed back, face red and veins bulging.

“Get off my fucking yacht,” Valoise screamed. “And you’re not invited to my big fucking bash! Understand? No bash for you!”

“Fuck your sad little party,” Étienne croaked back, voice completely shot at this point. “I’m going to Davidoff’s party. He at least has the decency to own a yacht that doesn’t run off of the farts of its flatulent owner.”

A snort sounded from nearby, followed by the sound of scampering feet as the crew fled Valoise’s glare. Étienne took the opportunity to extricate himself from the rapidly escalating scene, thundering down the passerelle and retrieving his shoes before walking over to the club, still trembling somewhat.

That went well, he snorted to himself. He had totally forgotten the main purpose of his visit, which was to talk to the pompous asshole about returning some of the girls to the club.

~~~

Ashley

Ashley hung there in her bonds for close to half an hour before the door opened, unlocked with a loud click that startled the dozing girl and causing her to jerk for a moment before remembering that she was tightly bound and it hurt to struggle.

Two women entered, a blonde with a thin, kindly looking face, hair bound back in a ponytail, and the second a brunette, wearing rich, full red lipstick and blush, her expression somewhat more severe as she turned and locked the door behind them. Both were wearing white lab coats.

“Mademoiselle Ashley?” the blonde asked, coming over to peer at Ashley’s breasts.

Ashley, somewhat discombobulated by the singular focus on her anatomy rather than her face, stuttered as she answered, “Yes? I mean, yes!”

The woman reached out, still peering closely, her right hand cupping Ashley’s left breast, then releasing it to pinch her nipple with her thumb and index finger.

“Ow,” Ashley exclaimed as the other woman went around to her back.

“She is lovely, yes?” the brunette said as she lifted Ashley’s hair and ran a hand along the lower part of her neck, where it met her upper back.

“Yes,” the blonde replied, pinching Ashley’s other nipple, pulling on it to lift her whole breast and then letting go, observing how her breast bounced up and down, the oscillations dying down quickly enough.

Ashley pouted. “Um, excuse me. Who are you?”

“Oh! She talks,” the blonde giggled. “We are your…how do you say? Trainers?”

“Yes,” the brunette interjected from behind Ashley, letting go of her hair. “We will prepare you for your new role, little Ashley.”

“Oh,” Ashley replied, unsure what to say to that.

“Hold still please,” the blonde said as she pulled out her phone and aimed it at Ashley, who blushed at the thought that she was having her pictures taken in this position, spread out and naked. After a moment the phone was waved around a bit, the woman staring intently at the screen. “163 centimeters height,” she said.

“Cup size?” asked the brunette, coming around to stand next to the blonde.

“70B,” replied the blonde.

“What? That’s not right,” Ashley retorted. “I wish!”

The blonde chuckled. “No, that is…ah, 32B in your American sizing. You are American, no?”

“Oh, yeah. Okay. That’s more like it,” Ashley replied, blushing again.

“Now we check your health, yes?” the blonde said as she put her phone away and took out a stethoscope and thin flashlight. What followed was a pretty standard examination, with a few twists. Her mouth was examined, the women feeling along her teeth and asking her to stick her tongue out. Her heart and lungs were listened to, the stethoscope cold against her skin. The brunette poked her belly with her finger, making comments on her perceived body fat percentage. Her eyes were checked with the flashlight, her fingers spread and examined closely.

Done with that, the brunette pressed a button on the side of the frame, causing it to flip over, Ashley now hanging upside down, still spread wide, her ankles now bearing her weight. She squeaked with indignation as she hung there.

The blonde stood close to her and, reaching out, spread her female lips, now at the woman’s eye level. Ashley felt a finger at her opening, rubbing her inner lips and then dunking within the entrance of her chamber. She squeaked again as the finger descended, deep within her, twisting and moving around within her.

“Hey, what’s the deal?” she protested, hanging upside down, her hair hanging down to touch the floor.

“Ah, so sorry. We must examine you to see if you are hiding anything,” came the reply as the woman continued to root around in her chamber. “You will have your period when?”

“Huh?”

“When is the start of your period?” she asked again.

“Oh. Not for another week I think,” Ashley replied.

“Okay.”

Ashley felt the finger remove itself and felt, more than saw, the brunette return to standing behind her. To her shock, she felt fingers at her bottom cheeks, spreading her buttocks and another finger at her anus. She instinctively clenched.

“Uh, please,” she begged, knowing what was going to happen and not happy about it at all.

“We must check your bottom, Ashley,” came the somewhat impatient voice from behind her. She sighed and attempted to relax her hole, at which point she felt the finger entering her. She grunted as the finger continued to penetrate deeper, rooting around in her tightness and then being retracted to her relief.

The woman went to the side of the room where Ashley heard the sound of water and soap being applied. She blushed even harder.

“Oh, hey!” she exclaimed again as she felt her lips being pinched, pulled up and apart, then released.

“Checking your elasticity and responsiveness,” came the voice from the blonde. She felt her lips being spread again and a finger at her clitoris, pressing it and rubbing gently. She clenched her vagina as she felt the wrinkled hood of her clit being pulled away, revealing her tiny pink button. The woman tapped gently at it, causing Ashley to jerk in her restraints and groan.

Abruptly her lips were released and the woman stepped away. “Okay, Mademoiselle Ashley, you are a healthy young woman, no?” Ashley heard the water running again as hands were washed.

She heard a click and her frame swung her upright again, her hair falling against her face, half blinding her. She blew against it to try and uncover her eyes but it was no use.

“We have only a few more things to do, and then you can go, no? You are free!” the blonde said as she came up to Ashley.

“Free?” Ashley’s heart leapt. Could she be done with all of this? Did they figure out that she shouldn’t be enslaved after all?

“Ah, ha!” the woman laughed. “No, no. Sorry, I use perhaps the wrong word. Free from the frame, no? But not free, as in you are not a slave. No.”

“Ah,” Ashley’s face fell. “Of course.”

She felt her hair being swept up and gathered in hand, lifted above her shoulders and then she saw it, in the blonde woman’s hands: a collar. Silver, flat and thin, a band meant for encircling a human neck, to be fastened there, to mark her as property: a thing, an object. She began trembling as delicate female hands placed the band around her neck and snapped it closed, the sound ringing through the room with a sense of finality that continued reverberating through Ashley’s mind long after her hair was released and the two women stepped back, surveying the newly inspected property before them.

~~~

Monsieur Étienne

“Étienne!” The voice hailing him was that of Monsieur Dupont. Étienne turned to wait for him as he stood by the bar.

“Nicholas,” he replied, nodding to the puffing man and accepting his martini from the bar girl. “How can I help you?”

“Étienne, so good to see you,” the man huffed, reaching out a hand to steady himself with on the bar. “How did things go with Valoise?”

“Ah. Not so good I’m afraid,” Étienne was forced to admit.

“You talked to him about the girls?”

“No, I’m afraid things got a little heated before I could broach that subject.”

“I see,” Dupont replied. “Understandable. Valoise can be a bit…much, I’m afraid. But I have rather good news.”

“Oh?” Étienne took a sip of his drink.

“Yes, Monsieur Foucault called. Apparently the gendarme picked up a suitable girl and they’re processing her for us right this very moment!”

“Oh, that’s great news indeed,” Étienne replied.

“Yes, and you’ll never believe,” the man continued, nodding to the bar girl who had discreetly raised her eyebrow in the universal gesture of, would you like one too?

“What?”

“Another girl fell in our laps!”

“What, just like that? What kind of girl? A hybrid?”

“No! A real girl. Showed up on our doorstep, wrapped in a pink ribbon, no less!” Dupont accepted the martini and took a long sip, smacking his lips.

“Wrapped in a ribbon? Just like that?” Étienne exclaimed, incredulous. “In all my years I’ve never known a girl to just offer herself, just like that!”

“Well, she was chained as well. Came with a note!”

“Well? What did the note say?”

“It said the girl was a gift from an anonymous benefactor! She’s quite a beauty. But I’m afraid the members have already started in on her while you were out,” Dupont said as he took another sip.

Étienne was disappointed. He loved being the first to spank new girls, while their bottoms were still unmarked, especially if their skin was the pale color he loved so much.

“I guess I’ll have to wait my turn then,” he replied, pulling the stick of olives from his glass and contemplating it.


CHAPTER SIX

Practice Makes Perfect

ASHLEY

“So pretty, Mademoiselle Ashley,” the blonde woman gushed, hands running through Ashley’s hair, setting it carefully on either side of her neck, letting the pretty curls settle there. As Ashley allowed herself to come to grips with her new reality as a piece of owned property, the two women engaged in a spirited conversation in French that Ashley could not follow at all. The word esclave did pop out at her as it was used quite a bit.

“What’s that mean?” she asked, interrupting their conversation. But that didn’t stop Ashley, for she was pretty sure the conversation concerned her and it was only fair that she should have a say in it.

“I’m sorry?” the blonde replied.

“The word you used.”

“Which word?”

“Esclave?” Ashley blurted out. “What does it mean?”

“Ah. It means, how do you say? Slave?” the brunette answered.

“Oh. Yeah, that makes sense,” Ashley replied. “So that’s it? I’m a slave now?”

“No, you are officially a captive servant,” the blonde interjected. “But you are also officially property, so…” she winked at Ashley.

“I see. Fine. But can I get down now? This kinda hurts,” she whined.

“Of course,” the brunette replied. “It is time for you to go to training. Someone will be here soon to take you.”

“Okay, bye bye Mademoiselle Ashley,” the blonde said, cheerfully, waving as the two of them left the room, locking the door behind them.

“Wait!” Ashley cried out but it was too late. She tried squirming in her bonds to get more comfortable but that had pretty much the opposite effect. She finally gave up and hung there, her wrists and shoulders hurting. The enormity of her situation hit her like a punch in the gut as she hung there alone, finally able to absorb her new reality.

Tears streamed down her face as she groaned and sobbed. Lost in self pity, she was startled as the door unlocked and swung open, revealing a man in a red uniform. A thin, very French face, clean shaven, with piercing blue eyes and stylishly cut hair, he swung the door shut behind him, locking it, then stepping up to Ashley and giving her a once-over.

“Ashley?” he asked, without preamble.

“Yes,” she replied, blushing as his eyes took in her naked body, dwelling on her breasts and sex for a moment.

“Okay. We take you to training, it is fine?”

“I guess? I mean, not really, but better than here, right?” she joked, trying to distract herself from the pain and embarrassment.

He just stared at her until she blushed again and said, “Sorry, just joking. Yes. It’s fine.”

“Okay,” he said, stepping over to the side of the frame and pressing a button which lowered the frame. The man brushed her hair aside and grabbed a tag that hung from her collar, staring at it, then taking his phone and scanning it. He stared at the screen for a moment, looked back at her and nodded.

“What does it say?” she asked.

“Quoi?”

“Huh?”

“What?”

“Oh. I said, what’s my tag say?”

“Oh. It is your name and your, how to say? Identification? It is your pièce d'identité,” he replied, tucking his phone away.

“Okay.”

He bent down and released her ankles, first the left then the right, and she was able to set her feet back down on the floor, finally, relieving some of the strain on her arms. Her relative joy was short-lived, however, as he stepped away momentarily, coming back with a set of chains. He bent back down to snap cuffs on her ankles, then stood up, releasing her right wrist and pulling her arm down as she yelped with the pain. He snapped a cuff on her wrist, then did the same for her left wrist, until she stood there in four-point restraints, the central chain running from her wrists to her ankles, preventing her from raising her arms.

“Please to come this way,” he said, guiding her to the side of the room as she did her best to shuffle along, rotating her shoulders to try and relieve some of the ache there. “Now please bend over, yes?”

“Bend over?”

“Yes. Put your hands on your knees, thank you.”

She sighed and did as he asked, looking with trepidation as he left her side briefly and returned with something that looked like a vertical handle with a rubber grip, that had a shiny metallic shaft running horizontally from it, with a mostly vertical kink at the end of it. That end, Ashley was rather disturbed to note, had what looked very much like a butt plug at the end of it, the flared head tapering off to a point giving it away.

“Uh…what the fuck is that?” she blurted out.

He didn’t say anything as he went around to her back. She felt the cold, pointed end of the handgrip touching her anus and she reflexively clenched. But it was no use, the plug was slippery and he simply pushed, gripping her by the waist with his free hand until Ashley gave up and relaxed her sphincter and the bulbous end slipped in, the flared end causing her some momentary pain until it was in fully.

“Okay, you stand up now,” he said and Ashley groaned softly as she stood straight, her bottom feeling weird with the handgrip inside it. She looked to the side and caught a glimpse of herself in a tall mirror that was set on the floor. She understood the evil logic of the device now. Jutting out of her bottom was a handle, pointed upright, that was easy for someone to grip onto and guide her from behind.

She wiggled her butt experimentally and saw the handle waving from side to side. She grimaced.

“It is fine?” he asked and she didn’t bother to reply, just staring straight ahead. “Okay, we go now.” He grasped the handle and gave a nudge with it, and Ashley found herself moving forward, for to resist the plug in her bottom simply wasn’t an option.

~~~

Monsieur Étienne

Well into his second martini, and having just finished enjoying the club’s signature croque monsieur, with a side of cornichons and a small green salad, Étienne leaned back, patted his belly and gazed out the picture windows at the yachts docked along the side of the yacht club. The episode with Valoise still burned him but he was determined to not let it destroy the rest of his day.

“François!” he called out.

“Yes, Sir?” The man had appeared as if out of nowhere. Étienne admired that about him: the ability to stay the hell out of his way when not needed, and be there instantly when called.

“Is that new girl ready for use?” Étienne asked.

“Coco?”

“Ah. Is that what she’s called?”

“Yes, the club gave her that name just now. She arrived unnamed. Very sad,” François intoned, not seeming much moved by that little factoid. But then the man rarely allowed himself any emotion at all.

“Well! I’d like to sample her as a little after-lunch snack.”

“Of course, Sir! She’s set up on the bench. A few of the members have already had at her, I’m afraid, but she’s still quite fresh.”

“Yes, I heard.” Étienne frowned briefly then got up, brushing himself off and followed François towards the recreation room down a long hallway. Pushing open the door, they both entered, François waving Étienne in to behold the splendor of the club’s signature accomplishment: an institutionalized and highly efficient and effective system for the allocation of supply to demand. At least where the desire to punish female bottoms was concerned.

For here was a true smorgasbord of delight, laid out for the members to take as many helpings as they could stomach and the lovely bottoms arrayed before them could endure. And endure they did, the standard service contract that the lovely young women signed ensured that while they were always checked for willingness and fitness for service, the terms also made it clear that it was understood that they would be willing and able to endure, lest they suffer the displeasure of club management.

Étienne gazed upon the bare bottoms arrayed before him. Each girl had been fixed to a bench purpose-built for the task. Their heads rested face-down on comfortable cushions—Hermès, of course—while their bottoms were raised, their legs fetchingly parted, secured by the upper thighs to the legs of the bench. Their arms were likewise secured by the wrist on the far side of the bench. This positioning of the girls allowed the members easy access to the best parts with ease and comfort. For the men, at least.

But the girls did not complain overmuch. Soft cushions were laid underneath their bellies as well, their breasts handing over the gap between the spanking bench and the lower bench that their heads rested on. One problem with this arrangement was that the girl’s breasts were not visible, a shame as they almost uniformly were picked with this attribute in mind.

Still, as Étienne stood there, he was well pleased. That pleasure evaporated, however, when he spotted the telltale sign of a Synthskin bottom further down towards the end of the room. Apparently they were using hybrids in the spanking room now!

“François,” he exclaimed. “Make sure to tell Dupont that I’m not pleased at the use of a hybrid girl in here. I thought we had covered supply with the new girls!”

“Yes, Monsieur, I shall let him know. However, the newest acquisition is still being trained by the ministry and is expected to arrive in the next day or so.”

Étienne humphed in irritation. “Very well, nothing that can be done about this, I presume. I’ll take a number 5, please.”

“Wood?”

“Of course.”

“Yes, Sir,” François intoned as he went over to the equipment closet and brought back a number 5 wood paddle for Étienne to use.

“And the new girl?”

“The one in position 3, Sir,” François replied, gesturing to a set of very pale buttocks that sported fetching blotches of pink turning slightly red.

Étienne strode over to the girl, paddle held casually in his right hand. He bent down to peer at the bottom closely, running his left hand softly over the left cheek, feeling her start to tremble slightly. Between her spread thighs he could see the lovely pink inner lips, slightly parted and glistening with moisture. The outer lips were flushed pink with arousal, just the way he liked to see them.

Squeezing the cheek harder, he parted her bottom to reveal the crinkled anus, also pink and quite delightful in appearance. He wished he could enjoy even just one of this girl’s holes at a later date, the club’s rules being quite clear that the girls were not for sexual use. But for now, he was here for a very specific reason, one that this girl had been very carefully prepared for.

He stepped slightly to the side of her, resting the paddle briefly on her bottom, centered across both cheeks, then lifted the paddle, swinging his arm back, adjusting his stance appropriately. Étienne thought of himself as both a connoisseur and a sportsman, and he took this quite seriously, the wind up complete, he swung from the hip, his arm flexing just right, allowing the paddle to hit its mark with a resounding smack as the girl jerked forward and emitted a soft squeak.

Ah, lovely, he thought as he proceeded to smack her again and again, each time the squeak growing louder and more heartfelt. Music to his ears.

~~~

Ashley

Ashley was led down one hall after another before they arrived at the door of an elevator, the uniformed man guiding her by the handgrip inserted into her bottom halting her there and pressing the button to go up. The two of them crammed into the small elevator when it arrived and he pressed the button for the third floor. They stood in silence as the elevator ascended, his hand still on her grip, which made Ashley quite uncomfortable, as it exerted a pressure on her anus that she tried to deal with by shifting from one foot to another, but it really only made things worse.

Finally the elevator stopped and the doors opened, letting them out into a hallway that seemed, if anything, even more dingy than the ones she had passed through downstairs. After a few turns they made it to a door that was heavily reinforced by steel crossbars and had a large electronic lock on it. The man tapped his phone on the lock and was rewarded with a beep and the sliding of a bolt. He opened the door and ushered Ashley in, pushing her ahead of him and halting her momentarily with a mildly painful jolt to her colon as he paused to close the door behind them.

What Ashley saw in the room they had entered caused her to groan quietly to herself. Set in the very middle of the brightly lit room was a machine that looked very much like something taken from a modern fitness center. It had a padded bench set on curved metallic legs, with metallic arms that jutted out from the sides and held various implements. But these were not designed to be pulled or pushed to strengthen arms, legs or abdominal muscles. Rather, Ashley suspected, they would do the moving and were designed to impact the body. Specifically, her body.

“What…what is this?” she asked. If she was going to be subject to this machine, as she was pretty certain would be the case, she at least deserved to know. Also, she suddenly wanted to force the man to say it out loud. She wanted everyone to be very clear about what they were doing, or were going to do to her. It seemed important.

“Ah, it is…I don’t know the English? La machine à fessées?” he replied.

“A spanking machine,” came a voice from the side. Ashley looked over and saw a woman in a lab coat come over, looked over her tortoise shell glasses at Ashley, holding a tablet cradled in her left arm, while brushing her hair back from her face.

Ashley frowned. “A spanking machine?” She rolled her eyes. “Really?”

“Yes, my dear. It is the very latest in training devices,” she replied, ignoring Ashley’s sarcastic tone. “It is designed to get you ready for your new role, so you will be better at it.”

“My new role? What role? Nobody’s telling me anything, okay? All I hear is that I’m suddenly property now and…and…I…” Ashley started sniffling, eyes growing watery.

The woman looked down at her tablet, adjusting her glasses to read whatever she had just pulled up on it. “Ah, but it says you have agreed to this, no?”

“Well…I mean, yeah. I agreed to not go to prison, but…”

“So? You should be prepared properly, no? What is dough if it is not kneaded properly? How can you make a baguette if you do not prepare it?”

“Okay, so now I’m a baguette? I’m human! I’m a person!” she exclaimed, indignantly.

The man standing behind her, his hand still on the handgrip that kept her tethered to him, sighed. “Mon dieu! We will discuss this for the whole day, no? I have other girls to take to their assignations, perhaps we can take care of the philosophy later?”

“Of course,” the woman conceded, nodding and tucking her tablet back in the crook of her arm. “Ashley, you are being sold to a club that enjoys spanking women, okay? Yes. It is quite common, do not look so…shocked, yes? We will train you for this.”

Ashley took a deep breath. So this was to be her future? A spanking toy? How could this be legal? Her eyes filled with tears as she felt the handgrip move in her rectum, the discomfort in her anus enough to shake her out of the stupor she was threatening to fall into, and she moved towards the machine. The spanking machine.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Two Girls, One Club

COLETTE

Colette, or Coco as she was known here, squeaked as her bottom was smacked repeatedly by the unseen man standing behind her. She moaned and wiggled her bottom, clenching her fists and her bottom hole, knowing that she was putting on a rather lewd display for the club member or members who were currently enjoying her. But she didn’t care. The spanking hurt somewhat, but more than that, it was turning her on massively and her pussy burned with need. She could almost feel the heat radiating from it.

“Ahh,” she cried out as a smack came down directly on top of the previous one, burning her fiercely. She bounced up and down as much as she was able to, given the ties that bound her to the spanking bench. “Oof,” she croaked out.

Behind her, voices were talking as the spanking stopped. She strained to hear, but the blood flowing to her head caused a rushing sound in her ears that drowned out most of it. Sex brain, she thought. I’ve achieved another plane of existence, one where I’m drowning in blissful submission. And yet, rather than drowning, she felt herself rising up, looking down on her body, splayed out so shamefully in the room, her legs spread lewdly, two, no—three men staring at her, one reaching out and touching her wet folds.

She moaned with unrestrained lust as she felt the finger entering her there, where she so desperately wanted to feel the entry of a man. She thought back on Amélie’s hybrid, how long and stiff his member was and how she wanted it within her. Now!

“Now!” she heard herself choke out, and immediately felt a wave of shame wash over her. But the men did not hear, perhaps? Because they continued to converse amongst themselves while a finger, then two probed her hole. “Now…” she whispered.

And then she remembered the actual goal of her presence here: to spy on the club for Amélie, not just to have her deepest spanking sex fantasies fulfilled. She grimaced as she allowed her conscience to drift back down to her body. She arched her back and wiggled her bottom, hoping the men would take the hint as she began to be able to hear what they were saying.

“…beet red,” one of the men was saying.

“Yes, perhaps some cream would be best right now. Or the insert, might be better,” another voice replied.

“Ah yes, of course. The insert,” said the first voice. Colette recognized the voice. She had heard it before…Étienne! Of course, it was Amélie’s husband. And the other voices must be other members.

“I much prefer it,” he continued. “The creme changes the hand feel too much. I prefer an undiluted experience,” he sniffed.

“Of course, Sir. I’ll…oh, thank you. Here it is, shall I apply it?”

“Yes, please do. She seems eager for us to continue,” he replied, chuckling. Colette blushed.

She felt her bottom cheeks being spread and then something touched her anus, pushing slowly within her as she reflexively clenched. But the object was relentless, insinuating itself within her bowels as she parted her thighs as far as they could go, feeling a finger following the insert, for that was what it undoubtedly was. But what was it for?

The finger withdrew and Colette clenched again, moaning, for whatever had been shoved up her bottom hole was now starting to generate heat inside her. She panted as the feeling increased, becoming almost too much to bear and she started thinking of crying out when it started to dissipate and the pain in her blazing cheeks started to taper off. She breathed an audible sigh of relief as a warm, pleasant feeling washed over her.

“She seems to be responding nicely,” Étienne said as she felt a hand on her bottom. He gently tapped her and stroked her cheek, gently rubbing a finger between her crack, lightly touching the opening of her pussy, which, if anything, was getting even wetter now. She moaned and wiggled her bottom again, wishing he would restart the spanking. She wondered if she should explicitly ask, but somehow felt that she shouldn’t speak here. This was a sacred, hallowed space for her now. A space where silence seemed appropriate. Respect must be shown.

Colette jerked as the paddle came smacking down on her glowing bottom again, first on her left cheek, then again, on her right, and once more, as she drew a sharp breath, across the middle of her bottom. She felt her inner lips fluttering with need as the spanking continued. The more blows rained down on her greedy behind, the more she wanted as she cried out her lust, trembling as a massive orgasm overwhelmed her, her thighs trembling in their restraints and her fingernails digging into her palms.

~~~

Ashley

As Ashley lurched towards the spanking machine, she tried vainly to lift her hands in front of her to stop her from tripping over the bench that she was being pushed towards, unfortunately the chains prevented her from lifting them more than a little bit forward. When she reached the bench, the man unceremoniously tilted the handgrip, forcing Ashley to bend over and she half fell onto the bench, unable to stop her fall. Thankfully the surface was heavily padded and she didn’t hurt herself, although the cuffs dug into her abdomen.

“Ow, dang it!” she exclaimed.

“Sorry,” he muttered as he put one hand on her left buttock and slowly, persistently pulled the plug of the handgrip out of her anus. She blushed again, humiliated that she was being violated in such a shameful way, and in front of both a man and a woman.

“Now, we secure you better, no?” the woman said, coming up to stand behind her. Ashley heard the sound of the handgrip being deposited in something metallic, probably a sink, she thought. He came back and bent down behind her, and she felt a cuff locked around her left ankle, which had been pulled to the side. He unlocked both ankles from her walking chains and pulled her right leg over, securing it as well.

The woman gently tugged on her shoulder, encouraging her to lift her torso up a bit, and her wrists were pulled forward by the central chain to now hang down the front side of the bench, where the man made short work of securing her wrists to the bench, removing her old chains and hanging them from a hook on the wall.

With the girl secured, the two of them proceeded to make adjustments to the bench and the surrounding armatures until her bottom was raised up at a sufficient angle and her legs were spread adequately.

What followed was a litany of outrage imparted on the body of Ashley that she would not soon forget. The machine employed a variety of techniques designed to acclimate a girl to a life of corporal punishment—not to change behavior, but to provide entertainment. And that made the problem a difficult one to tackle. For anyone can create a machine that breaks the spirit or, even easier, the body, and yields a changed girl that will tremble at the thought of being subject to such punishment again.

No, what was needed was a machine that would make its subject react favorably to the woes inflicted upon its trembling flesh. And, since a machine alone would never achieve this, additional means needed to be deployed. So it was that Ashley experienced the indignity of having an insert pushed deep within her bowels as she squeaked in outrage. And leads were clamped on her nipples that led to a control panel on the side of the machine, her teeth clenched at the pain from the serrated clips. Monitors were taped over her left breast and on her upper back.

More leads were clipped on her inner labia and, worst of all, one on her clitoris, the hood being pushed back by female fingers, pulling and tapping on the little pink button until it poked out sufficiently for the painful clip to be attached to it.

Ashley cried out at this but quieted down soon enough, sniffling softly as she waited to see what would happen next. And she did not have long to wait, for it seemed the order for her was a high priority one and after some consultation, buttons were pressed and the machine began to inflict its highly specialized functionality on Ashley as she lay there, her sensitive flesh glowing with a heat that came mostly from within. For, truth be told, the machine was turning her on massively. She began panting and bucking her hips as the current flowed in just the right way to energize her nervous system and focus it entirely on her buzzing clitoris.

While she writhed in that narrow zone between ecstasy and discomfort, the machine began to spank her, deploying first a set of narrow and flexible paddles that pelted her buttocks with smacks that stung but did not hurt that much. Ashley moaned and raised her bottom as much as her restraints allowed, squeezing her thighs together slightly before parting them as much as possible. Her lower lips gaped, the wires that ran from the clips attached to them swinging slightly as she moved.

After a little of this, the machine switched to whips, light nylon strands draping across her raised bottom with a rhythmic smacking sound. Ashley grunted and squealed as the occasional strand hit her exposed vulva, one going so far as to enter her gaping opening and eliciting a particularly loud cry of shock.

But soon enough it all became a blurred mass of sensation that was simply too much for Ashley to differentiate. Her flesh, marked with stripes and blotches, slowed its trembling and settled for a sinuous undulation, driven by a deepening state of longing, not for the torment to end, but for it to allow her to reach the crescendo of throbbing ecstasy that seemed always just a tiny bit ahead of her. Finally it arrived, and the scream that Ashley let out was duly recorded by the chief training specialist in her tortoise shell glasses, on her tablet, and the uniformed captive handler and proud union member briefly rubbed his ears and smiled and shook his head.

He wished he could make his wife scream like that.

~~~

Colette

The room where the club girls were kept was better described as a dormitory, consisting of a number of bunk beds arrayed perpendicular to the walls on two sides, each pair of upper and lower bunks separated by bars on each side, and a set of bars that closed them off from a central hallway that ran down the middle of the room.

Colette was currently occupying the third cell from the door, on the left hand side. She had scored the bottom bunk, as she was the only occupant of the cell, and was currently using the toilet that was pressed up against the wall in the back. To the side of the toilet, between it and the bunkbeds, was a sink with a mirror that opened to reveal various toiletries. An opaque plastic partition blocked the side of the toilet from the cell next to hers and held a roll of toilet paper.

All in all, her new quarters were cramped but functional. The bunkbeds were made of a solid wood frame, with a rather comfortable mattress and clean, soft sheets. The floor was covered with carpeting, and the girls in the cells on either side seemed nice, if somewhat chatty. They had asked Colette many questions when she was first shown into the room and locked in her cell. She had pretended to be too tired and sore to answer some of the more awkward questions, and had blatantly lied when asked about how she had been sold to the club.

The truth was that Amélie had arranged with an insider to pretend that Colette was a slave for at most a fortnight. The story was that she was doing this as a dare, although all the other club members would believe that she was indeed, a captive girl that was now club property.

She finished peeing, wiped, flushed and was washing her hands when the door to the room opened and she heard the sound of chains coming towards her cell. Colette wondered if this would be her cellmate, for almost every other cell was fully occupied, mostly by the hybrids the club had rented to fill the shortfall in girls, though.

The girl shuffled into view, fully nude, as all of them were, in full restraints, being guided by one of the club workers who was walking behind her. With a hand on her shoulder he stopped her right outside Colette’s cell, and waved to the girl inside the cell.

“Hi Coco,” he said. “Here’s your new cellmate!”

“Oh, hello Claude!” she replied, cheerily, remembering that they had given her that name here. Claude was nice. She turned to the girl and said, “Bonjour!”

The girl smiled back, tentatively. “Bonjour,” she said, waving her hand, kept down low by her hip due to her chains.

“Okay, Mademoiselle Ashley,” Claude said as he patted her back. “This will be your new home for now.”

He turned to Colette. “Secure yourself for me, please,” he said.

“Oh, yes. Of course,” Colette replied, moving over to the front of her cell where Claude secured her wrist to the bars of the cell by a set of handcuffs. She stood there while he unlocked the door of the cell and gently nudged the new girl in, closing and locking the door behind her.

“Okay, Ashley. Turn and come to the bars so I can unchain you,” he said as he undid Colette’s handcuffs.

Ashley came up against the bars and held her hands out so Claude could undo her cuffs through the bars, doing her wrists first, then her ankles, removing the chains through the bars.

“D'accord, mes chéris,” Claude smiled. “You two get to know each other tonight, tomorrow will be a busy day, no? The members will have their monthly fund raiser.” He winked at them, “It’s going to be a quite a party!”

“Oh, wow,” Ashley muttered, glancing over at Colette. “I’m so looking forward to that,” she said, sarcasm dripping from her voice.

“Ha, ha!” Claude laughed as he left the two girls, slinging the chains over his shoulder.

“So, you are an American?” Colette asked the girl, looking her over and liking what she was seeing.

“Oh…yeah, I am. You’re French? Say, where the heck are we anyway? I didn’t really get to see much on the way over here.”

“We are in Monaco,” Colette replied. “You have never been?”

“Oh wow,” Ashley said as she sat down heavily on the lower bed, rubbing her wrists. Her eyes started to mist up. “I always wanted to come here,” she started. “I guess…I guess I thought it would be different.”

“Oh, my little bird,” Colette exclaimed, sitting next to her and embracing her. “It’s okay, yes? You are new to this?”

“Yeah, I am. I…I arrived in Nice just a few days ago.” She sniffed and laughed quietly to herself. “I wanted to be a model. So stupid. So freakin’ stupid. Oh, my god!” She laughed again, brushing tears from her eyes. “Just another stupid girl with big dreams, I guess. What about you?”

Colette looked at her with sad eyes before making an effort to cheer up. “I wanted to be here!”


CHAPTER EIGHT

Party Time!

ASHLEY

“Uh…what?” Ashley exclaimed. “You wanted to be here?”

“Oh, yes!” Colette, aka Coco, replied. She leaned closer to the girl and whispered, “Can you keep a secret?”

“Sure, Coco,” Ashley nodded.

“Okay,” Colette looked around quickly, but the other girls were preoccupied with their own conversations, many involving giggling, and some involving moans. No one was looking at them. “So,” she continued, “I am here as a spy!”

“Huh?”

“Yes! A spy,” Colette giggled softly. “But you must tell no one! Do you promise me?”

“Uh, yeah, sure,” Ashley replied, then seemed to brighten up. “Wait! Are you here from the authorities? Or, like, the human rights commission? There’s such a thing as the human rights commission, isn’t there? I kinda feel like I heard about it once.”

“Oh, no! No!” Colette shook her head emphatically. “I mean, yes, there probably is such a thing. Here in Monaco the royal family is very strong on human rights initiatives. In fact, the fund raiser tomorrow is to raise money for human rights, I think!”

“Oh, yeah. Of course,” Ashley muttered, rolling her eyes.

“But no, I am here to spy for a friend,” Colette continued.

“A friend? Like, you have a friend who’s looking for someone? Like, someone who got sold to the club and stuff?”

“No again, Miss Ashley,” Colette smiled. “Her husband is a member here and she wishes to know what he does at the club all day.”

“Oh! Wow. So that’s what’s considered important these days,” Ashley said, her face looking particularly crestfallen. “Not, like, the fact that girls are kept imprisoned here and spanked. Hey, I’m correct, right? We get spanked here?”

“Yes,” Colette nodded enthusiastically.

“Yeah, I was afraid of that.”

“It’s called the Spanking Club,” Colette added helpfully.

“Okay. Yeah, makes sense.”

“It’s really all about spanking.”

“Got it.”

“Or so they say…” Colette whispered conspiratorially.

“Oh?”

“Perhaps it is a sex club, no? Maybe you know about this? You wanted to be a…model…am I right?”

“I did want to be a model!” Ashley blurted out, indignant. “Why does everyone think that I wanted to be an escort or something?”

“Oh, ma cherie!” Colette whispered, patting Ashley on the bare thigh. “It is simply assumed, no?”

Ashley pouted. Then she visibly made an effort to shake her melancholy off. “So,” she said. “Your friend’s husband is a member and you want to find out if it’s a sex club or not, huh?”

“Yes, correct.”

“So? Have you had any sex here yet?”

“No,” Colette replied, frowning somewhat. “A bit of a disappointment, if I may say so.”

“Yeah? So why does a beautiful girl like you decide to get herself enslaved to go spy for a friend? I mean, I wouldn’t do it. What if you don’t get freed?”

“Ah, but we have been friends forever, long before she got married,” Colette replied, her hand absentmindedly rubbing Ashley’s thigh. Which did not go unnoticed. “I trust her to ensure I go free after my stay here.”

“Okay, whatever,” Ashley muttered, staring at Colette’s hand and subconsciously parting her thighs a bit. “No sex, though?”

“No…” Colette replied, her voice lowering a bit in pitch and timbre. She glanced down at Ashley’s middle and bit her lip. “You know…this is my bed.”

“Oh? Sorry, I guess I take the upper bunk?”

“Yes…yes. But, you may stay down here for a moment?”

“Oh?” Ashley cocked her eyebrows. “It does seem like we would need to…do something ourselves. About the whole…sex thing?”

“Yes, perhaps it is best…” Colette murmured in Ashley’s ear.

Ashley parted her legs even wider, while casting a quick glance at the cell across from her. The girls there were busily kissing in their bed. Ashley whispered in Colette’s ear, “Um, Coco. Is this allowed?”

“Of course. Why would it not be?”

“Dunno, don’t they want us ready for their members?”

“Ah, see? I do not know if this is a sex club, no? Perhaps it is, perhaps it is not. But girls enjoying themselves is not a problem. N’est-ce pas?”

“Okay…” Ashley said as she leaned back a bit, thrusting her breasts out, subtly. She thrust her chin out and bit her lip as Colette’s hand came up to her breast and lightly stroked it. She had never been with a girl before, unless one counted that one drunken night with her college roommate. The two had way too many wine coolers and wound up engaging in a fumbled series of moves that yielded a surprisingly satisfying orgasm as Ashley had lain there with her skirt hiked on, her panties off, and her roommate between her legs, tongue firmly lodged in Ashley’s folds.

Oh, and then there was that other time that she had gone down on a couple of sorority sisters, which was quite unexpected as she was not, herself, in a sorority. But again, drinking had been involved, and perhaps a dare had been thrown down.

So, perhaps she did have an inclination, and the hand pinching her nipple did feel good.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Maybe…maybe we can do something? It’s been a hard day, I wouldn’t mind—”

“Of course, ma cherie,” Colette interrupted her. “Lie back and relax.”

Ashley lay down, unsure where to put her arms, feeling self-conscious all of a sudden. She looked down on her breasts, nipples pink and erect, and parted her legs a bit as the girl she knew as Coco proceeded to lie down next to her, pressing her body against hers, and running her hand down Ashley’s abdomen.

She tensed as Colette’s hand brushed past her mound, fingers running through her sparse hair before touching the start of her slit. She moaned as the finger slowly continued its descent past her clitoral hood and down into her crevice where it met the warm moistness that was Ashley’s core.

“Are you okay?” Colette asked.

“Yes,” she whispered back. “Please…”

And so Colette pressed further down, dipping her finger in between Ashley’s lips and swirling it around inside her tunnel. Ashley arched her back slightly and spread her legs further, clenching her muscles briefly as Colette pushed her finger in further.

Pulling her finger out slowly, she began rubbing Ashley’s button until the girl grimaced and cried out.

“It is time, little one,” Colette whispered. She disengaged her finger and carefully turned around on the bed to face Ashley’s pussy, her head down between the girl’s legs and her own legs straddling Ashley’s front. She slowly lowered her own middle until her hot, wet lower lips were hovering over Ashley’s mouth. Slowly she stuck her tongue out and began lapping at Ashley’s center, starting with her protruding clitoris and then slowly working her way down to push her tongue between the folds.

Ashley stared up at Colette’s pussy and adjusted her position, reaching up with her mouth until Colette lowered herself further. She tentatively reached out with her tongue and lapped at the engorged female flesh that presented itself to her. The taste was slightly sweet, slightly salty and musky, with a slight metallic hint. She found it not unpleasant and proceeded to lick it with enthusiasm, digging her tongue deep between the folds, tasting the girl’s fluids and continuing to press her tongue inside her and alternating between thrusting and licking.

The two girls moaned and writhed, tangled together until they both reached their climax, Colette first, then Ashley, clamping her legs tightly around Colette’s face until she, with a shudder, finally managed to relax and stretch her legs out against the bed.

“Wow,” Ashley gasped. “I could get to like it here!”

~~~

Monsieur Étienne

The next day the club was abuzz with the excitement of the day’s big event: the fundraiser for the Western Alliance’s Global Humanitarian Fund, an organization formed to protect the weak and vulnerable. A truly worthy cause, especially since it had done so much to rescue unfortunate souls from starvation and trafficking by reducing them to the status of hybrid in the large factories that had begun dotting the landscape, particularly in the former East.

Hybridization had initially been promoted as a way of taking weak, starving populations and making them more resilient against the harsh climate conditions that made it harder to support life. For example, they didn’t need as much food, they could handle greater heat and colder climates without suffering unduly. The fact that they were less likely to complain and react in an unfortunate manner was a happy coincidence that made hybrids ideal for employment in areas that were less likely to provide full salary or benefits. Or any at all.

Étienne and the other club members, billionaires all, were more than happy to support such a wonderful organization and they all dedicated much of their copious free time to ordering the servants about, making sure that everything was in perfect order for the festive event.

They came for the girls about a half hour before the first guests arrived, and Ashley and Colette were arranged at various stations in the grand ballroom, naked and shackled, with each girl’s left ankle additionally secured to a ring in the floor by a chain of just under a meter in length. Each girl had a golden chain secured between each nipple, with pretty, sparkly decorations hung from it. Their hair and makeup was done perfectly by stylists brought in specifically for this event.

The hybrid girls turned out to be a positive, as they were not chained in place, but rather just shackled and allowed to roam the floor freely to mingle and chat with the guests. They were still naked, of course, but served as a focal point for the charity event, as it was to raise money for producing more of them.

Étienne proudly brought his wife Amélie as his guest, showing her the various public areas of the club, including peeking into the spa area with its Turkish bath and lounging and massage areas, scented with exotic aromas.

As they filed into the ballroom, Amélie spotted Colette, standing there, smiling and chatting amicably with other guests. The two girls exchanged a quick glance, Colette looking down and blushing briefly, before returning her attention to the portly gentleman who was expounding in Monégasque about the glories of human capital and how the poor now finally had a chance to contribute to the restoration of social greatness. She nodded absentmindedly.

The soirée proceeded with aplomb, the guests mingling and chatting while the chained standing girls provided a pleasant distraction. Occasionally they were used as drink and snack dispensers, hybrid serving girls rushing through the crowd to replace silver serving trays filled with hors d'oeuvres that the standing girls held. Other girls held trays of champagne flutes while the guests helped themselves.

Finally the time had come for the silent auction, each of the guests and club members using an app on their phones to bid on various girls, the objective being to raise over 5 million Euros for the fund to feed unsold hybrid servants.

“A terrible problem,” proclaimed Monsieur Dupont as he held forth in front of the assembled guests. “But it is in our power to help in whatever small way we can.” And they cheered as bidding commenced.

Bidding was spirited, the guests exclaiming in joy or dismay as it proceeded. And when it was over, Étienne had won the use of two girls, graciously offering the honor of spanking one of them to his dear wife, who held her hand against her breast and declared that she would give it a try, but couldn’t promise that she was any good at it. This met with the expected exclamations of encouragement from the guests standing next to her.

“Come, my dear,” Étienne declared, guiding her to where the two girls were chained. “Why don’t you take the blonde, I’ll take the red?”

“Oh, of course, it would be my pleasure,” she said, as she gazed at the girl. “So, what do I do again?”

“What do you do?” Étienne asked her, unsure if she was kidding or not.

“Well, I haven’t really spanked a girl like this one before,” she replied, staring at the pretty blonde. Ashley stared back.

“But you’ve surely spanked girls before,” he responded.

“Well, of course,” she replied. “I’ve spanked the maid when she hasn’t performed to acceptable standards. But I assume these are pretty expensive?”

“Oh, yes,” he confirmed. “These are delicate creatures. The club has invested considerable sums in them. Notice this lovely thing,” he continued, caressing the face of the redhead. “She has been extensively trained to provide exactly the right hand-feel and paddle-feel to the discerning member. But of course,” he said, patting the girl’s bottom, “if you don’t handle her properly…it’s much like a sports car. Improperly driven, it will not maintain its value.”

‘Of course,” Amélie replied. “So, for a bottom like this, one would use what exactly?”

Étienne bent over to examine Ashley’s bottom. “Hmm,” he said, “this one’s new, I haven’t had a chance to try it out. But judging by its delicate appearance and medium level heft, I would recommend a number 3 flexible paddle. François?”

“Yes, Sir,” the man-servant said as he appeared from behind some of the guests. “I would second your recommendation. An expert eye.”

Étienne beamed, playfully smacking Ashley’s bottom. “As for me, I think a number 4 wood will be perfect.”

“Of course, Sir. Just one moment.”

“Goodness, Étienne,” Amélie said, putting her hand on his arm. “You have quite the impressive experience with this.”

“Of course, my dear. Like any sport, one must practice, practice, practice.”

Amélie turned to face Ashley. “And you, my dear? What do you think of all of this?”

“Huh?” the girl blurted as she suddenly noticed she was being addressed.

“What do you think of all of this?” Amélie repeated.

“This?”

“Yes, your role in the club. This particular event. Getting spanked,” Amélie clarified.

“Oh,” Ashley replied, looking nervously around herself. “Um, I’m not entirely sure I’m allowed to comment on that.”

“She’s a captive, my dear,” Étienne interjected. “I’m sure she’s not necessarily too happy to be here,” he continued, chuckling softly.

“Well,” Amélie said, “are you okay with being spanked?”

“Uh, I guess? I mean, I got all this training before I came here, and I guess it kinda turned me on a bit. So yeah, maybe I don’t actually mind, if you’re not too mean about it,” Ashley responded, looking into Amélie’s eyes with a hopeful expression.

“Here are your paddles, Monsieur, Madame,” François said as he arrived with the requested items.

“Wonderful,” Étienne exclaimed. “Darling, shall we?”

“Of course.”

“The best thing is to have the girl bend over,” François gently suggested as Étienne returned to his girl and had her bend over, hands on her knees. The redhead complied without complaint, having done this many times before. Ashley needed a little coaxing but she eventually bent at the waist, placing her hands on her knees and thrust her bottom out.

Amélie took the paddle from François and stood to the side of the blonde. “So I just…”

“Yes, Madame, simply apply a medium strength swing, target the middle, and don’t worry about any vocalizations. She’s designed to take most forms of punishment as long as it’s within the parameters of her training.”

Amélie nodded and aligned the paddle with Ashley’s bottom. In the background she could hear Étienne spanking his girl. She swung her arm back, then brought it down on the girl’s bottom, cherishing the loud smack that the paddle made against her flesh. Ashley squeaked and bounced her bottom.

“Oh, this is quite fun! Look how she’s keeping position,” Amélie exclaimed.

“I know, right? Trained girls are so much better,” Étienne agreed, looking over at his wife with pride.

“Yes,” Amélie replied. “Lucia keeps bouncing around and standing up when I punish her. It can be quite annoying. This is so much nicer!”

Étienne smiled and brought the paddle down again and again, enjoying the view of the reddening bottom. It was nice to share one’s hobbies with loved ones.


CHAPTER NINE

An Interruption

ASHLEY

Ashley stood there, bent over, hands on her knees, her bottom thrust out while the woman standing behind her and slightly to the side, apparently the wife of one of the members, Amélie, continued to smack her bottom with the paddle. She yelped occasionally and bounced on the balls of her feet as the paddle connected with a loud crack. Much to Ashley’s increasing distress, the woman appeared to be getting rather into it.

“Oh, ow! Ow!” Ashley cried out as the heat built up. The burning in her cheeks threatened to overwhelm her senses. As the smacks rained down on her she began to wiggle and move her bottom up and down and to the sides as she gripped her knees tighter. On one level, she wanted to straighten up and put her hands behind her back to shield herself, but something deep inside her core shied away from doing any such thing. Instead, she spread her legs wider and pushed her bottom even higher up, almost daring the woman to connect with her burning lips, which she was sure were easily visible now.

“Uhh,” she moaned out as the paddle connected with her left buttock, close enough to her sensitive pink flesh that she could feel her inner lips fluttering with the shockwaves set free by the impact.

“Oh, she’s a wanton one,” she heard Amélie declare, and her cheeks flushed even pinker from the shame.

“Yes, Madame,” the male voice confirmed. Ashley knew him as one of the butlers or man servants here. She wasn’t really familiar with the various roles that the seemingly free staff here held. “She seems to take well to the paddle. I would recommend alternating sides, perhaps a brief pause to feel the moisture content might be advised.”

“Moisture content?”

“Yes, Madame. It serves as a good gauge of the female’s receptiveness to further activity.”

Ashley blushed even deeper. She felt the woman place the paddle down on Ashley’s back and she instinctively spread her legs even further as she felt delicate female fingers probing her opening.

“Ah, indeed! So wet! Such a naughty girl, no?”

Ashley moaned as she felt the finger dip inside her and root around for a moment, rotating such that the palm of the woman’s hand brushed her clitoris and she jerked forward a tiny bit, an electric jolt shooting out from her engorged button.

“Oh,” the woman exclaimed. “So reactive she is!”

“I recommend continuing immediately, Madame. She is at the peak of degustation.”

To Ashley’s side she could hear the increasingly desperate moans of the girl that the woman’s husband was working on, the rhythmic slapping sounds of the wooden paddle providing an interesting syncopation to the sounds in the ballroom as other members and guests worked their own girls.

As Ashley felt the heat in her middle section increase both inside and out, she heard a commotion arising from somewhere just outside the ballroom, with shouts and load footsteps. Several members and guests gasped and the woman behind her stopped spanking and let out a cry of distress.

“Everyone stop what you’re doing!” she heard a woman yelling.

“What’s the meaning of this?” a man yelled back, the murmuring and sound of exclamations increasing.

Ashley looked cautiously over to her side to see the most incongruous sight: three or four women, dressed entirely in combat fatigues, although some of them were pink, had burst into the ballroom and were holding what looked like machine guns, which made Ashley’s heartrate rise instantly. She instinctively straightened up and held one arm in front of her breasts and her right hand covering her mound.

She looked around frantically, jerking her leg against the chain that kept her bound to the floor. To her surprise, the woman who had been paddling her stood there in shock, while her husband moved in front of her, still holding his paddle. About half the men she could see were covering the women they were with, either the chained girls, or their wives. The other half, rather disappointingly, were cowering behind a woman.

One of the camouflage-clad women, brandishing her machine gun in the air, yelled out, “All you fat pigs, get on the ground, now!” The others in her party pointed their weapons at the huddled members, guests and girls. A number of staff were hiding behind partitions, although Ashley could see François standing there, looking more annoyed than actually fearful.

“No!” yelled the man whose wife had been spanking Ashley.

“No?” the leader of the group—for that was how Ashley chose to think of her—cried out in surprise. “Get down or I’ll be forced to shoot you!”

“No! I’ll do no such thing,” he replied, straightening, his fists at his side.

“Étienne, don’t be a fool,” his wife whispered. “Oh…wait. I see,” she said, her voice growing more confident. “Yes, of course!”

“Indeed,” he said, turning to her briefly before confronting the weapon-wielding woman again. “That’s not an actual weapon, is it?”

“What? Of course it is!” came the response, although she didn’t seem as confident as Ashley would have expected.

“No, it cannot be,” he proclaimed, turning to the others who were still cowering. “Monaco has the world’s most comprehensive and effective surveillance system. Every square meter is covered with sensitive detectors and scanners. If you had entered with actual ammunition, you would have been detected and stopped immediately by the Carabinieri.

“Uh, no we wouldn’t,” she proclaimed, lowering the weapon slightly. “This is like, um, totally new stuff? Undetectable!” She grew more confident, raising the weapon again. Her comrades, however, looked slightly more discomfited, looking around themselves with growing concern.

“No, Étienne is correct,” Amélie asserted. “Ammunition and explosives of any kind are virtually impossible to bring into Monaco. Your weapons, if genuine at all, cannot fire!”

“Uh, fuck around and find out!” the woman cried out, waving her machine gun in an increasingly erratic manner.

Ashley took a closer look at the girl, noting that she was actually quite young, maybe in her early twenties, the others just as young and now looking increasingly scared.

“What are you here for anyway,” Étienne asked, as Amélie stood by his side.

“Well,” another of the young women said, as the apparent leader looked down at the floor, somewhat put out by the way things had developed. “We were kind of hoping to free the slaves you’ve held captive here! We’re the local chapter of the slave liberation army. Vive la révolution!”

“Gosh, Lia, you’re not supposed to mention the organization name,” another of the girls chimed in.

“Well, bitch, you’re not supposed to use my actual name either. Who’s the idiot now?”

“Oh, we’re going there, are we? Who’s the twat that decided we should walk here instead of taking the bus? Now my feet hurt and I forgot sunscreen, so my nose is going to peel.”

“Ahem,” Étienne interrupted. “I believe we’ve gotten somewhat off the point.”

“Yeah,” the leader said, looking over at her colleagues with some annoyance. “Let’s get back to what we came here for. Let the girls go, and nobody gets hurt.”

“No, we won’t be doing that,” said another man, who strode rapidly through the assembled throng of members, guests, girls, and revolutionaries. Ashley recognized him as Monsieur Dupont. “We paid for them, and have no intention of handing them over. Besides, the Carabinieri are here and would like to have a word with you.”

“Ah, merde!” she exclaimed as she turned around to see the police entering, with actual guns.

~~~

Ashley

It took relatively little time for the Carabinieri to subdue the four hapless revolutionaries, as indeed, their machine guns were entirely fake, having been 3D printed and completely non-functional. Ashley breathed a sigh of relief for them, as it seemed likely that if their weapons had been real, this would have ended badly for all of them. She shuddered to think what they would have done to the girls if they had been arrested for possessing live weapons.

Still, things were not going well for them as it was. The police had disarmed the girls and handcuffed them behind their backs, taking care to strip them completely. Two of the girls were bent over and had their holes examined for contraband while the other two were having their mouths and hair examined with gloved hands. A few of them were trembling and weeping with fear, and Ashley couldn’t help but feel sorry for them.

Étienne was over by the corner, talking to other club members, while his wife, Amélie was hugging the slave girl Coco, Ashley’s roommate. They were whispering together as if there was a relationship there. Ashley would have to ask Coco about that later.

She stood there for a while, rubbing her bottom, before a staff member came over, put her in her walking chains, her arms and legs chained together by a four-point harness, and freed her from the floor chain. She was led over to the side, the man guiding her muttering something about making room for the real show, before telling her to stand there as he locked her ankle to another floor chain.

By the happiest of coincidences, Coco happened to be put next to her. Ashley beamed, happy to have someone to talk to about what had just happened.

“Are you okay?” Ashley asked Coco

“Yes, a little shaken, but I’m fine,” she answered. “What about you?”

“I mean, I could be better,” she replied. “The raid was a bit scary, but I was just starting to get into the whole spanking session—”

“You liked it?” Coco interrupted.

“Um, yeah. I guess I kinda did,” Ashley replied, blushing a bit.

“You like the woman who was spanking you? Did she do it nice?”

“Yeah, she was kinda gentle, yet persistent. I think she was getting into it too, which made it kinda more fun for me too,” Ashley said, looking over to where the captured girls were finished being intimately examined and were being led to the floor chains.

“Yes, I was enjoying my spanking too,” Coco giggled.

“Hey, that reminds me,” Ashley whispered. “It seemed like you and that lady knew each other?”

“Huh?”

“That lady. I think her name is Amélie, right? The one spanking me? She was hugging you.”

“Oh, yes, yes. I guess she just needed a hug, right?” Coco seemed to want to brush it off.

“So you don’t know each other?” Ashley asked.

“No, no, how could we?” Coco laughed nervously. “I mean, maybe she was around some other event earlier? She seems pretty friendly.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Anyway,” Coco continued, “What do you think they’re going to do to those girls?”

“Gosh, I don’t know. But it doesn’t seem like they take kindly to such things around here, am I right?”

“No, they don’t!” Coco shook her head. “I can’t believe a bunch of lunatic terrorists could think they could get away with this!”

Ashley looked disturbed for a moment. “I don’t think they’re terrorists, Coco,” she said. “They seemed to genuinely want to free girls like us.” She looked over at Coco. “Don’t you think it’s wrong?”

“Wrong to want to free captive girls? I mean, girls like us?”

“No, wrong that girls like us are held captive, against our will. Owned by wealthy people.”

Coco looked a little guilty at that for a moment. “Well…” she started, seeming to need to think for a moment before continuing. “It’s a complicated thing, Ashley. There are too many girls who are poor, who cannot be supported by the diminished capacity of our calamity-ravaged world. Perhaps it is best for them to be able—I mean, for us—to be put in environments where we can be taken care of?”

“Um, I think that’s not entirely an accurate—” Ashley started to reply, before a gentle cough from the ballroom floor interrupted her.

“Mesdames et Messieurs,” Monsieur Dupont called out. “May I have your attention, please.” The background murmur in the ballroom died down as everyone directed their attention to him. All except for the four girls who were now chained to the floor, their hands still handcuffed behind their backs, forcing their naked breasts out.

“Today,” he continued, “we have been violated! These girls, misguided as they are, have interrupted one of the most important benefits of the whole season, potentially harming countless unfortunates who could not otherwise obtain a meal. But thankfully the threat is over and now it is time for them to pay us back with their own bodies.”

~~~

Monsieur Étienne

Étienne examined the captured revolutionaries. They were a pretty bunch and he couldn’t help but be pleased at the way this day had turned out. As he waited and watched, the stripped girls were led over to the middle of the ballroom where their ankles were fastened to anchors in the floor by short chains. They all still wore handcuffs behind their backs and seemed quite uncomfortable and scared, especially their leader, who was trembling.

Monsieur Dupont called out, “Attention, Mesdames et Messieurs. We have arranged with the police that these revolutionary troublemakers will be available to the membership for this evening. Since they interrupted our festivities, they will now provide the rest of the night’s entertainment.”

The crowd cheered and applauded. Étienne perked up as François approached, carrying a particularly wicked looking martinet. “Monsieur?” he said, approaching Étienne.

“For me, François?”

“Yes, Sir. It has been recommended that the girls be treated with the utmost in severity, subject of course to standard not-injury protocols,” he replied, handing the whip over.

“Of course, I would never injure a girl,” Étienne huffed, turning to his dear wife, Amélie, who was standing over by the wall, looking at him. He smiled at her and waved. She waved back.

In a good mood, he walked over towards the leader of the rebels, his smile fading rapidly as he saw his arch nemesis, Valoise, cutting him off and reaching the girl first.

“Valoise!” he exclaimed.

“Yes?”

“What are you doing here? Only members in good standing are allowed at events such as these!” Étienne exclaimed.

“Good standing? Why wouldn’t I be in good standing?”

“Because uncooked escargot like you aren’t capable of standing at all!” he cried out, incensed. “Go slime your way back to your sad little paddle boat!”

“Oh, that’s rich! Unlike you!”

“Why, you little!” he sputtered.

“Gentlemen! Please,” Monsieur Dupont implored.

“It is my right to have this girl,” Étienne exclaimed. “I’m the one who stepped up and stopped them! I stood up to her,” he gestured to the girl, who was currently staring wide-eyed at the men as they argued.

“Nonsense!” Valoise yelled out, shaking his fist. “It is a long-standing tradition at the club that the member with the largest yacht gets priority!”

“And that is exactly why I get first place all the time, you sad little dinghy operator!”

“My yacht is bigger!” Valoise screamed.

“Mine is at least one if not more centimeters longer! Your mother agrees!”

“Oh! Oh! You little piece of—”

“Gentlemen! I must insist!” Monsieur Dupont cried out. “Monsieur Étienne gets to have the leader of the girls, that is my final decision.”

“Very well! But this isn’t the last you’ll hear of this!” Valoise fumed as he marched away.

Dupont arched his eyebrow at Étienne. “You’ll have to take care of this problem, Étienne,” he said. “I can’t have such enmity between club members.”

“Understood,” Étienne nodded, calming down somewhat, and gazing at the girl with a connoisseur’s eye.


CHAPTER TEN

Punishment and Reward

ASHLEY

Ashley stared at her feet as she heard the argument between the two men progress and finally resolve itself with one of them storming off. Several of the members and guests near her were chuckling about it, with one woman declaring that those two were squabbling like old lovers.

As she stood there she mulled over the unfairness of life. It hadn’t been that long ago since she thought she had a bright future ahead of her, with a new modeling career just starting and a fun, exciting life in one of the most beautiful parts of the world. She sighed. That sure hadn’t turned out well. But as she turned to look at Coco, standing there looking very pretty, she felt a slight glimmer of hope. Perhaps she had found a new friend who would help her get through the hard parts of her new life. That would make things easier for her.

“Ah, Mademoiselle?”

Ashley turned around to stare at the man who had just addressed her. He was slight, short, and had a pinched face that stared up at her on concentration.

“Yes, sorry,” she said, startled. “I was distracted.”

“You are wanted over there, by the rebel girl,” he said, gesturing over to where the leader of the invading party stood, the man she knew as Étienne standing next to her.

“Okay,” Ashley said, looking back at the man who had addressed her. “Um,” she started as it seemed he was waiting for her. “I can’t move until you unchain me?”

“Oh, of course!” He muttered to himself as he knelt down and unlocked her ankle from the floor chain. Standing up again, he grasped her by the upper arm and the two of them moved towards the waiting club member. As she shuffled along, Ashley looked at the chained girl, who was looking back at her with a look of fear and trepidation in her eyes.

“Here she is, Monsieur,” the man said, letting go and stepping back.

“Wonderful!” Étienne proclaimed. “You’re the girl my wife was enjoying, am I correct?”

“Yes, Sir,” Ashley answered.

“Ah, yes. You see, I have a problem.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, this girl needs a good, solid spanking, and I’d like her over something,” he explained.

“Huh? Over something?”

“Yes. I’m not allowed to have her released from her floor chain, but she doesn’t seem like she’ll stay bent over on her own. No training, I’m afraid.”

The girl looked down at the floor as Ashley started at her.

“So, um…what can I do? Sir?”

“Well, you could be the something I put her over,” he declared.

“Huh?”

“Yes,” he said, waving at the ground impatiently. “You bend over, on all of the fours, yes? She bends over you. Problem is solved.”

“Oh!” Ashley blushed. Wow, she was now reduced to furniture! How low can you go, girl? she thought to herself.

She looked up into Étienne’s eyes. He was looking back at her expectantly.

“So…I should do this now?” she asked.

“Oui, maintenant,” he replied, waggling his eyebrows.

Ashley sighed dramatically and knelt down, getting on her hands and knees, her chains making a scraping sound against the floor of the ballroom. As she looked around herself, she saw Coco standing there, chatting with Étienne’s wife again, and looking back at her with a quizzical look in her eyes. Ashley tried to smile back, but her heart wasn’t really in it.

She felt the other girl being bent over her back, the weight of the girl’s body pressing down on her and Ashley grunted with the effort.

“Bien!” Étienne exclaimed, and before either of the two girls could really come to grips with the current situation, he began to flog the girl’s behind with the wicked martinet.

The rebel girl cried out, more in shock than in pain, and began squirming and bucking, shifting her hips around, rolling them, and thrusting her legs around as much as she was able, all of which did little to help Ashley’s back.

“Hey, stop moving!” Ashley cried out, her arms trembling as she worked to keep herself from collapsing.

“Oh! So sorry,” the girls squeaked out. “I’m kind of getting whipped here!”

“Yes, I’m quite aware,” Ashley hissed out. “I’m literally underneath you!”

“So sorry for the inconvenience,” the girl cried out as she continued to jerk, the whip flogging her behind in a rhythmic, steady pattern.

“No need for the sarcasm,” Ashley panted. “Perhaps if you hadn’t tried to hold everyone up with a fake gun, we wouldn’t be in this situation!”

“Ow! Ow! Well, excuse me for trying to free—Ow!—you girls—Ouch! Mon Dieu!—and for caring!” she croaked out.

“Well, I guess I should thank you for caring,” Ashley conceded. “What’s your name, by the way?”

“Ouch!—It’s Valorie!”

“Hi Valorie,” Ashley said, as she tried shifting her position to relieve some of the discomfort of her back. “I’m Ashley!”

“American, no?”

“Yes,” Ashley confirmed.

Étienne seemed to be taking a small break, the girls hearing him huffing from the exertion. “What brought you here, Ashley,” Valorie asked as she squirmed a bit.

“I wanted to be a model,” she replied.

“Ah, you are a prostitute? It is no problem. We rescue you too,” the girl replied. “Well, we try…”

“I’m not a prostitute! Gosh, why does everyone keep thinking that?” Ashely cried out, beyond aggravated.

“Sorry, okay? Wow. So sensitive!”

“Sorry,” Ashley muttered as Étienne returned to the task at hand and commenced whipping Valorie’s bottom again.

After a few more minutes of the poor girl’s bottom being flogged, Étienne finally finished and Ashley could hear him walking away from them. The sounds of other girls being spanked still filled the ballroom, but even that activity was starting to slow down.

Eventually they came for Valorie, lifting her off of Ashley’s back, much to both of the girl’s relief. Ashley got up, wearily, straightening her back with a groan and looking over to where a group of Carabinieri were standing, talking to the club management. Valorie and the other rebel girls were marched over to stand nearby, after their ankles were released. Ashley assumed the discussion was about what to do with the girls.

“Hello, Ashley,” Colette said as she came around to Ashley’s side.

“Oh, hi Coco!” Ashley exclaimed. “How did you get free?”

“Amélie let me go,” she replied. “The event is over. They’ll probably come and set you free soon too.”

“Oh, good!” she exclaimed. “So, what’s going on over there?”

“Ah, yes. They’re going to free the girls, it looks like,” Colette replied.

“What? They’re going to free them? Why?”

“What? It is not right?”

“Uh, no, I mean…I guess I don’t want them to be enslaved, but what the hell?” Ashley exclaimed.

“You are upset?”

“Yes! Like, I just wanted to become a model and I wind up getting enslaved and will probably spend the rest of my life getting spanked! These girls literally came in here with guns and threatened to shoot people, and they got one spanking and now they’re free? What the hell!”

“Ah! I see. It is unfair, no?” Colette nodded slowly. “But the problem is, they are young girls who have a good thought, no? They want to free people. And they are daughters of rich people. But you, my little Ashley,” she continued, putting her hand on Ashley’s shoulder. “You are a foreigner, yes? And you were caught trying to be a prostitute. That is a serious crime here, both in France and in Monaco!”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Ashley huffed, not bothering anymore to protest.

~~~

Monsieur Étienne

Two weeks after the charity fund raiser, Étienne stepped aboard one of the biggest yachts currently docked next to the Monaco Yacht Club. Monsieur Davidoff’s yacht, the Excess Capital, a giant Lürsen 104 meter, with 6 guest decks, and sporting no less than 90 crew members, many of them hybrids.

Wearing Hermès boat slippers graciously provided by the on-shore security and greeting staff, Étienne made his way past the aft pool and into the main salon, admiring the Louis XIV-inspired interior, with its rather excessive use of cherub motives in the side panelling and statuary. The two story tall grand atrium was the key focal point of the yacht’s interior and many of the guests who had already arrived were gathered there.

Étienne spotted the host, Davidoff himself, standing by one of the many bars, clad in bronze, with a backlit garnet-inlaid counter top. As he made his way over, he noted many of the club’s girls were there, naked and shackled, carrying trays of drinks and hors d'oeuvres, including one of Étienne’s favorites, flame-seared lobster sliders. He grabbed a couple of them and a glass of Rosé champagne and greeted Davidoff.

“Bonjour mon ami!” he called out, happy to see the man.

“Ah, bonjour Étienne!” Davidoff replied, giving a parting pinch to a nude serving girl and turning to give his full attention to Étienne.

“A wonderful event, as always,” Étienne enthused. “I see you are using the club girls to full effect?”

“Yes, of course. It took a little while to train them to the yacht’s systems, but we are here now, no?“ he replied.

“I assume you have a few set up in spanking stations? You have those, I remember from the last time I was onboard.”

“Yes, one of my pride and joys. I had a custom interior designer rework them a bit after one of my guests complained about swing angle and echo.”

“Echo?” Étienne repeated.

“Yes, the echo of the implement to posterior impact event, and how the sound profile travels within the space. It’s all a bit above my head,” he chuckled as Étienne popped another slider in his mouth, nodding as if he knew anything about such matters.

“Sounds quite impressive, that’s for certain,” he finally responded, having finished his slider and taking a big swig of the champagne.

“Listen, Étienne,” Davidoff started, putting down his own glass of champagne and turning serious.

“Yes?”

“I’ve heard about your little tiff with Valoise, and I think we need to work together to resolve this conflict. It’s tearing up the membership,” he said.

“Really?”

“Well, okay. Not really, but some people are a little concerned, myself included, that the two of you don’t get along. It’s a bit of a downer, quite frankly.”

“Oh.” Étienne was a bit flummoxed. He hadn’t realized how much this was affecting the other members.

“What do you say? Are you willing to work to resolve this?” Davidoff asked.

“Yes, I guess I am,” Étienne asserted. “He’s just such a…well. I won’t elaborate. But before we chat with him, shall we try out your new spanking stations?”

“Of course, I hoped you would ask,” he replied. “Come, let’s go!”

And so the two men made their way through the atrium, winding their way through the crowd of guests who nodded politely at their host, occasionally stopping to have a quick chat. They reached the staircase and, eschewing the stairs themselves, pressed the button for the glass enclosed elevator. After a moment the doors opened and they stepped in, Davidoff pressing the button for the spa deck, which was deck 5, just under the sun deck.

Stepping off, they walked aft, entering through a set of gilded doors that revealed one of the more fetching sights that Étienne had ever seen. Two rows of pretty female bottoms, lower backs held in place by red leather belts with black and gold stitching, legs parted, bottoms raised for the paddle, heads and arms lowered and secured with bronze chains. Their ankles were secured with bronze cuffs and chains as well, Étienne noted.

“I’ve never seen bronze used in such a fashion before,” Étienne said as he peered at the closest girl’s behind. She was probably a redhead, perhaps even Irish. The level of paleness was exquisite, a delicate tone that excited Étienne greatly. He looked closely between the girl’s legs where her pink, delicate inner lips peeked out between her thick, flushed outer labia. She had been waxed smooth so there was no hint of her pubic hair, much to his disappointment, as he loved the sight of a redhead’s hair color, especially if it was a soft strawberry hue.

“My interior designer is a genius,” Davidoff proclaimed with great pride. “The walls are covered with a very special fabric that absorbs the vocalizations of the girls. Not silencing them, of course.”

“No, one wouldn’t want that,” Étienne agreed. “How a girl sounds is one of the most delicious parts of the whole experience.”

“Indeed. One wishes to preserve the truest essence of the experience. Previously, the echo would spoil the entire thing for me, their cries bouncing from wall to wall.”

“You can’t mix different voices unless it’s done just right,” Étienne said, agreeing fiercely. “Each girl has her distinctive voice that she adds to the symphony, as it were.”

“Exactly! I’m glad you agree,” Davidoff said, smiling. “Shall we indulge?”

“Please!”

And so the two men picked up a paddle each, Étienne choosing a delicate black leather split unit with gold stitching and a teak handle, gold inlays bearing the letter D. Davidoff chose a long, thin number in red leather with black stitching and a black leather wrapped handle. They each took up positions behind their respective girls, Étienne giving his girl a preemptory pat on the rump with his left hand, as if to alert her to the part she would soon play in tonight’s entertainment.

Pulling back, they both let loose on their respective targets, enjoying the sights and the sounds as buttocks clenched and flexed, the sound of the smacks of leather and wood against fleshy buttocks was music to their ears. And the sounds of their girls’ vocalizations, as Davidoff like to call it, was indeed greatly enhanced by the advanced sound design of the room. Étienne was suitably impressed.

He concentrated on his girl, taking great care to keep her bottom well engaged, moving rhythmically from left cheek to right cheek then across the middle, then repeating the pattern. He enjoyed watching a girl’s nether parts while they were until utilization, how they twitched and clenched. How they bounced or tried to. The coloration on this girl was absolutely superb, Étienne felt. The way the paddle marks imprinted themselves on her flesh made him feel like a painter, an artist.

And a musician.

He and Davidoff began to modulate their efforts, creating a symphony of sound, learning on the fly how a carefully placed whack with just the right level of effort and just the right twist of the wrist would elicit just the right note from a girl. Grinning like children, the two of them gradually got the hang of their instruments, playing a rendition of the Hymne Monégasque.

“Let’s move on to the next girls,” Davidoff said when they were done. “Too much and they bruise, especially yours. She’s a delicate one.”

“Bon,” Étienne agreed.

They moved down the line of girls and picked out another pair, just as lovely. Davidoff pointed to his girl’s bottom. “This one’s one of the best here, very robust, great terroir.”

“Terroir?”

“Indeed. She’s from southern Spain. Note the olive hue, the delicate pink of her womanhood.”

“I see,” Étienne peered closely. “So she can take a lot more?”

“Yes, but one still has to be careful. That’s why I’ve been trying out a new technique.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, we’re calling it color matching,” Davidoff continued.

“Color matching? And who’s we?”

“My advisor. You know there’s one for absolutely every activity one wishes to become better at, Étienne.”

“Indeed,” Étienne agreed. He knew that it was the current fad to employ a targeted consultant for every activity one was interested in. Optimization, it was called. “For spanking too?”

“Oh, absolutely! So the technique is to paint the girl’s bottom with the desired hue beforehand, then spank her until you reach that color.”

“Ah! Yes, that would be an interesting way to do it! Shall we?”

Davidoff showed Étienne the markers within a set kept in a leather bound box on the lower part of the spanking bench. He opened up another box underneath his own girl.

“These are all colors that we feel would suit the particular girl. Simply place an X on the bottom of your girl, then have at it, my friend! Stop when her bottom matches the color of your mark.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Reconciliation

MONSIEUR ÉTIENNE

Étienne surveyed the delicate female bottom presented before him. The olive hue, the smooth, flawless skin. With a practiced gaze he selected a light shade of vermillion for his marker and drew an X on both cheeks of his girl, eliciting a bit of a whimper from her as he did so. He imagined that it must have tickled a bit, also that it forced her to come to grips with the impending spanking session.

“Oh, a good choice,” Davidoff exclaimed, having chosen carnation as his color.

“Quite a lovely choice yourself,” Étienne replied as he picked up his paddle and proceeded to apply it with vigor to his girl’s bottom. This time, neither he nor Davidoff were interested in creating music, but rather in seeing which of them could color match their girls first.

Étienne applied his paddle alternately to left then right cheek, watching with delight as the girl’s bottom clenched and wiggled, the occasional squeak being emitted.

“How are you doing, my dear?” Étienne asked.

“Ah ha,” Davidoff chuckled. “They’ve been instructed not to respond, Étienne. But you needn’t worry. Each of them has been well trained and they’ve volunteered for this service.”

“Volunteered?” Étienne asked.

“Yes,” Davidoff replied, continuing to apply paddle to bottom. “No girl here gets spanked unless she’s been specifically trained for it and we determine that she likes it and will benefit from it. And even then they need to specifically volunteer for duty.”

“Ah, you’re a modern man,” Étienne said, huffing a bit with the effort.

“Not really,” Davidoff replied. “The club imposes those rules on all its girls. I’m surprised you didn’t know that.”

“Oh, well…I think I remember reading that in the membership application,” Étienne prevaricated. “They deliver the girls to me, I assume it’s all on the up and up. None of the girls ever complained much, anyway.”

“Yes, that’s because they’re well trained. They know there’s no actual abuse, or the management would have a word, shall we say.”

“Indeed,” Étienne said as he gave the girl’s bottom one more whack and stopped to take a look. Indeed, the bright color of her left buttock matched the X he had marked on it. “I believe I’m done with the left cheek,” he remarked.

“I’m getting close,” Davidoff said as he continued and Étienne gave his girl a few more on the right cheek, enjoying a few yelps from her. Her legs spread reflexively and he caught a glimpse of her pink lips peeking out from between her thighs.

He gave her another smack on the right cheek and cried out, “I believe mine’s done!”

“Ah! Indeed,” Davidoff exclaimed. “You win,” he said, giving his girl another smack for good measure. The two men gave their girls affectionate pats on the behinds and put away their paddles, leaving the room.

“So, are you ready to work thing out with Valoise?” Davidoff asked.

“Ah, yes. It is time, isn’t it?”

“Indeed,” Davidoff agreed, putting his hand on Étienne’s back.

The two of them stepped into the elevator and made their way down to the main deck. It was a matter of a few minutes for them to find Valoise and encourage him to follow them into Davidoff’s private office, just off the main salon.

“So,” Valoise muttered as they ushered him into the office. “What’s this about? I was enjoying the chocolate fountain…”

“It’s time for the two of you to sort this out,” Davidoff said as he leaned back against the wall of his office, Étienne and Valoise facing each other. Valoise cocked his eyebrows at this.

“Sort it out? I’m not sure what there is to sort out,” he said.

“Not sure?” Étienne blurted out. “Not sure? You’ve been spreading lies and insinuations about me for far too long, Valoise! I won’t have it!”

“What? Are you mad? You’re the one who’s blabbing bullshit about me!” Valoise retorted.

“Me? I can’t even hear you, that’s how far away from reality you fucking are!” Étienne yelled.

“Oh! Oh! As if!” he screamed back. “My yacht’s bigger, you little shit! It’s bigger! The end!”

“Your end’s bigger, yes! You fat assed little monkey man!” Étienne screamed back. The two men lunched at each other and Davidoff groaned in frustration. However, they were both somewhat out of shape and completely unused to any sort of physical effort, especially as it related to confrontation and altercation. They had certainly read about it at some point in their lives, and perhaps even run over some fantasy scenarios in their minds, but actually engaging in it in the real world was a different matter entirely. Whereas in their fantasies they had invariably bested their opponent and emerged victorious with surprisingly little effort, here they were both completely unable to make any impact on each other whatsoever.

Étienne had lost his balance while lunging towards Valoise, causing him to have to grab the lapels of Valoise’s suit jacket, which caused Valoise to let out a somewhat less than manly squeak of dismay and threatened to knock him off balance. He grabbed Étienne mostly in fear and shock, resulting in more of a hug than anything else. The two of them clutched each other other in this manner for a good minute or more, until it simply became too embarrassing to continue.

“Well…” Étienne muttered as he slowly let go. “I guess we can agree that perhaps we’ve been a bit silly about all of this.”

“Yes, I imagine it would be best if we just let this be behind us,” Valoise agreed, relaxing his hold on Étienne.

“And perhaps it would be best if this were never spoken of,” Étienne said, glancing at Davidoff.

“Indeed,” Valoise agreed.

“I would agree as well,” Davidoff intoned. “I’m not even sure what I would call what just happened here. In any case, I think the two of you should shake on it and depart this office as friends.”

The two shook hands, tight lipped and blushing somewhat. As they left Davidoff’s office, the two of them chatted amicably about the latest trends in vacation homes, where they discovered that they both had ski chalets in Crans-Montana, and promptly agreed to meet up there and enjoy some time together next winter. Étienne privately thought that his chalet was probably bigger.

~~~

Colette

“Colette,” Amélie said, smiling broadly as she greeted the girl. “I’m so sorry it took so long for me to get back to you after the event.”

“Oh, that’s okay,” Colette replied, standing in front of her friend. Amélie was dressed in exquisite fashion today, Colette noted. A skin tight black silk top paired with dark purple pants that flared out at the bottom, as was the current fashion. Red stiletto heels paired with a red headband and matching earrings and necklace completed the outfit. Colette herself, was completely naked and chained in her four-point restraints. “I’ve been keeping busy,” she said.

“Oh, that’s wonderful!” Amélie enthused. “I’m sorry about the outfit.”

“Outfit?” Colette looked down at herself, at her chains.

“My outfit,” Amélie clarified. “I had to break away from a meeting with the board of a charity organization.”

“Ah,” Colette replied. “It’s perfectly alright.”

“They do great work, you know? Helping children who don’t have enough—”

“In France? I didn’t know you did French charities as well?” Colette asked, starting to wonder where Amélie was going with this.

“No, Monaco,” Amélie replied.

“Monaco? I didn’t think children here experienced much deprivation.”

“Oh, I mean…they don’t. We just make sure they have access to all the fashions that are current.” She leaned over to whisper, “Some of these poor girls come to school in last year’s couture. So tragic.”

“I see,” Colette sighed.

“I try to set an example,” Amélie continued, sweeping her hand across her torso. “Anyway, how have you been?”

“I’m fine. I’ve been enjoying myself here,” Colette confessed. “I’ve come to learn a bit more about myself.”

“Oh, that’s wonderful,” Amélie beamed. “I was starting to feel a bit guilty about you being kept here in the…state that they keep girls like you.” And she laughed for a moment, catching herself. “I mean, girls like the one you’re portraying.”

“It is a bit restrictive,” Colette agreed. “But aside from the tight quarters and the restraints, it’s quite nice. I’ve met a lot of lovely girls here. The staff are pretty friendly too.”

“You’re making friends?”

“Yes, there’s a new girl, Ashley. An American. She’s had a hard time of things, but she’s really sweet and I like her.”

“Great, great! And what about my husband? Have you learned anything about what exactly goes on in the club? Has he been a good boy?”

“Étienne? As far as I can tell he and the other members keep themselves busy with food, wine, and the joys of spanking young women,” Colette replied. She fidgeted with her chains for a moment, her nose itching. But, unable to lift her hands much above her breasts, she gave up.

“Do they…do they ever have sex with them?”

“No, not as far as I can tell,” Colette said. She looked into Amélie’s eyes to find that they were anxious, shifting from side to side, a shimmer in them that spoke of hidden tears. Colette felt for the girl. She wanted so desperately to be an important part of her husband’s life, and it seemed to her that a major part of it was closed to her.

“So, no-one ever attempted—”

“No, strangely enough. I fully expected it, and wouldn’t have minded, to be honest.”

Amélie laughed, the laugh of intense relief, almost a bark. “You always did like a bit of…how shall I say?”

“Cock?” Colette laughed. “Yes, and I wouldn’t mind some right now.” She gazed at Amélie. “But what about your hybrid? Steve?”

“What of him?”

“You have sex with him, and Étienne, he is okay with it?”

“Yes. He knows and it is okay. We have sex together as well, of course, and I think it is sufficient for him, if what you say is true.”

“It is. The club allows sex with the girls, but only if they want it, and anyway, the place is not well suited for clandestine encounters. I believe most members simply enjoy spanking them,” Colette said. “It’s a spanking club, not a sex club.”

“Thank you, my dear friend,” Amélie said, passing her index fingers under both eyes. “And what of you? Do you wish to be removed from the club now? I can have it done in a few days, I believe, without arousing suspicion.”

Colette thought about it for a moment, while Amélie looked up at her. “I…I guess I wouldn’t mind staying here for a few more days,” she said.

Amélie cocked an eyebrow at her. “Oh? Does my dear friend have a crush on someone perhaps?”

“What?” Colette blurted, blushing fiercely. “No!”

“Oh, come on,” Amélie giggled. “It’s okay. I like women too sometimes. Is she cute?”

“Yes,” Colette replied, looking down at her hands, clasped together in front of her mound. She felt shy all of a sudden, in front of her friend. The contrast in their current status was pronounced, whereas outside she had never felt lesser than Amélie, both of them having been born to some wealth, but never really caring too much, even as Amélie reached the highest levels through her marriage to Étienne.

“Is she that American? What was her name?”

“Ashley,” Colette replied, smiling as she thought of the girl.

“Ah! Then perhaps freedom cannot, for now, compete.” And with that Amélie gave Colette a big, warm hug and left the girl behind, promising to free her nonetheless within the week.


Epilogue

“This is such a lovely yacht,” Amélie gushed as she sat delicately down on the giant cushion on the aft owner’s deck lounge. A naked hybrid girl handed her a glass of pink champagne and Amélie raised it to their host.

“Thank you, so gracious,” Valoise replied, raising his own glass. Étienne smiled and raised his own, standing next to his friend.

“When did you take delivery?” Amélie asked.

“Just last week,” he replied. “As you know, my old one just wasn’t big enough for me anymore. I had outgrown it, I’m afraid.” He shrugged. “But such is life, no?”

“Indeed,” Étienne laughed. “I’m looking into a new one as well. It seems Feadship has some new designs in the works that might be of interest.”

Amélie made an exaggerated groan, eliciting a bark of laughter from Valoise.

“No, no,” Étienne said quickly. “I’m more interested in the new power plants they are working on. A fusion plant with hydrogen extractor. It can run completely off of sea water!”

“Ah! But how much horsepower will it have?”

And so the two men launched into a spirited discussion of technical matters that they knew surprisingly little about, but numbers were bandied about and it seemed the larger the numbers were, the better they might be, and Amélie enjoyed her champagne and looked across the deck for a servant girl who might bring her something to nibble on. This might be the last time they were invited to this yacht for some time, and she meant to take full advantage of this visit.

~~~

Colette sighed in contentment. She lay stretched out on the bed, naked, perspiration glistening on her torso. Next to her Ashley lay on her side, facing her, a big smile on her face. The metal collar was still on her, but she didn’t seem to mind as much anymore.

The two of them had spent the morning having sex, both of them working each other’s female organs with their mouths until both had cried out with sounds that carried subtle intonations of fear, surprise, and perhaps even shock. The trembling of their bodies spoke not of pain or hardship, however, but of pleasure and release. Of satisfaction. Perhaps even of love.

“Thanks again for buying me,” Ashley said, gazing into Colette’s eyes.

“I prefer to think of it as freeing you, for me,” Colette replied.

Ashley’s eyes adopted a far-away gaze for a moment, almost seeing through Colette. “They say in the States, sometimes, that when you adopt a dog and take it home, that you didn’t rescue it, it rescued you. I never really got that, quite frankly. But I kinda feel like you rescued me, so…did I rescue you?”

Colette laughed, and quickly placed a hand over her mouth. “I’m sorry, it’s not funny. It’s sweet.” She rolled over and hugged Ashley somewhat awkwardly, their knees touching, arms in the wrong locations, getting in the way. “I think you did rescue me. Yes!” she pronounced, decisively. “I would still be by myself, pitying myself for not having everything that I could, or thought I should.”

“And then you saw me?” Ashley teased. “A poor little stray?”

“Ah, you mock me?” Colette pinched Ashley’s nipple playfully, making the girl squeal.

“No! Well…maybe. But thanks, anyway. I really like it here. If I can’t be free, then next best thing is to be here, with you.”

“So sweet!” Colette replied, beaming.

“Um…”

“Yes?” Colette sighed.

“Uh, like, can I get in on this too?” the male voice asked, plaintively.

“Yes, Steve, you can come snuggle up too!” Colette replied, as the two girls shuffled over to make room in the bed for Steve, Amélie’s former hybrid boy toy. Colette had bought the boy from her friend for pennies on the Euro, much to his displeasure. He was a bit vain that way, but when he saw that he was entering a household with two beautiful women in it, his mood had brightened considerably.

“Cool!” he said as he climbed aboard, spooning Ashley, who wiggled her bottom against his naked torso.

“What would you like to do today, Steve?” Colette asked.

“Gosh! I mean, I wouldn’t mind doing both of you, if you don’t mind. Also, just a gentle reminder that I need food as well as electricity? Just throwing that out there…”

THE END
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